Frank B. Ford 

217 West State Street 
Media, Pennsylvania 19063 
telephone (215) 566-7561 


Hoja! 


a Play by Frank B. Ford 


All rights reserved. Please apply to the author. 


» 


Hoja! 


Act 1 


Act 2 


Schoolrcocom 
Tamerlane’s Court 
Merchant’s house 


Hoja’s house 


Marketplace 
Tamerlane’s Court 
Hoja’s house, courtyard 


Hoja’s tomb 


HOJA! 


Hoja around 


Tevfik bd 
Hasan 
Fatima x 


Tamerlane * 


Counselor " 


Thief Mi 


Merchant "* 


Puppet 

Master 7 
Girl " 
Kazak bi 


Soldier i" 
Soldier 2" 
Hoja’s wife " 


Mother-in- 
law " 


60 
18 
18 
17 
40 
60 
35 


50 


50 
20 
25 
25 
25 


25 


sO 


ACT ONE 
SCENE 1 


A small classroom. HOJA sits on the floor at a low desk containing 


a large book (Koran) propped up on a book-stand. HASAN and TEVFIK , 


_ students, sit facing him. A large table contams other books; there 


is a window. ~ a 

HOJA: This devilish heat erases your question from my memory Tevfik. 
It's as virgin as Hasan's face there. 

TEVFIK: You kmow of my great respect for you and for your learning, 
venerable teacher- 

HOJA: I know that some like butter with their bread. I like mine 
dry and coarse-- 

HASAN: I don't understand. 

HOJA: Perhaps a little like my nature. 

TEVFIK: One of many in someone so...temperamentally rich. 

HOJA: You want something young fox! 

TEVFIK: Merely the answer to a question. 

HASAN: I don't understand all this talk of bread and natures. 

HOJA: There should be, Hasan, a verb in our Turkish language with. 
all extensions of meaning and in all senses of time; therefore a 
kind of universal verb since you never understood, Hasan, you do 
not now cunderstand, Hasan, and indeed you will never understand! 
Hasan! (TEVFIK punches HASAN'S arm.) At any rate,: why should 

I have to go through all this grammatical trouble to express a 
simple truth? 


TEVFIK: The simple truths are hard-won, Hoja. 
(prightening ) in everthing! 
RoJa:/ Quite so Tevfik! (mercurial change) But don't be a student 
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HASAN: Well I still don't understand and now I don't understand 


what you're saying about my understanding, my Hoja~teacher. 

(HOJA throws up his arms. Pausen) 

HOJA: Hoja and teacher mean the same. Either suffices. 

(HASAN shrugs. ) 

TEVFIK: (to HASAN) He igs saying that when you catch all the fleas 
in Akshehir you wll comprehend peed Hoja thoroughly. 

(scratching) 

HASAN: / Fleas? What has fleas/~ t4 ao with--? 

HOJA: (shaking) Both...of you! Leave wisdom to the wise! 
(to audience) We always express hope in the next generation, that 
they wn't be. the bloody charlatans we are, but every new generation 
seems to produce more and greater fools. Such an accelerating 

deve tovien’ will turn this country into a nursery ere long. 

Oh well, it's a dour time and in a dour time the fools turn serious, 
thus giving us more to laugh at. 

HASAN: Then what should we do, Hoja? 

HOJA: Why leave foolishness the wise of course. 

TEVFIK: That's wise. Or... foolish. 

HOJA: Neither! And both at once! = 
HASAN: (shaking his head) My father pays for these lessons. 

HOJA: Then shut up! For nothing can be learned vith your blathentng so! 
(GIRL appears in window.) | 
HASAN: (groans) | 

HOJA: Good! A more suitable sound. Primitive. 
TEVFIK: Do you remember my question, Hoja? 

HOJA: God consulted me yesterday. He asked me about the rerouting 
of a few rivers. Only one of them major though. 

HASAN: That sort of answer is why I can't learn. 


HOJA: Am I to be blamed for generations of weak seeds cast upon 
upon upon upon...demented fields? 
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HASAN: Demented fields? Demented? How can--? 

TEVFIK: Since such sidewaya play @bstresses my fellow student, 
could you answer my aieatiad esteemed Hoja? 

HOJA: But of course. On the one hand we have the question and 

on the other hand we have, uh, alternatives, uh, only one of which-- 
“TEVFIK: My mother is making Doner Kebab. My portion will shrivel. 
HOJA: Well then does your question wander around on the outskirts 
of argument like a donkey that broke dee ethers (GIRL appears 

and HASAN groans. ) 

HASAN: (groans) 

HOJA: Unless you're as great a ninny as your fellow there, hand 

me a rope. 

HASAN: (as GIRL} exits) Hoja means repeat your question. 

HOJA: (to TEVFIK) God instructs the despairing in hope. 

TEVFIK: We must always have hope for Hasan, for he is a powerful 
lover! 

HOJA: It figures. 

TEVFIK: But my question was: 

HASAN: Hoo-rah! 

TEVFIK: After these days and days of desert-like rules from the 
Koran, is there not an oasis for Hasan and me? And does a happy man 
as yoursélf need all these rules? 

HOJA: Moreso than anyone else, for who can tell what his exhubemnce 
can lead to? Mine has caused me to commit many sins, my child-- 
including marriage. And, not learning, twice! 

HASAN: Is marriage a sin? Then soon I will have to commit that sin 
or I'll commit another. It's confusing all this sin and marriage . 


HOJA: . Perpetually. 


. 
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TEVFIK: Oasis, Hoja? 

HOJA: The glorious Koran promises the righteous a beautiful 

garden with rivers flowing under, making the multitudinous flowers 
bloom always! And keeping the trees and grass forever green and, 
ahhhhh!--in sweetness bathed! 

HASAN; Mmmmmmmm! | 

HOJA: And are you mooning for this beautiful garden in the Koran 
or for smme other blooming thing? 

HASAN: My teacher? | 

TEVFIK: (enthused } asHetjar 

HOJA: I'm not dying yet, Allah be thanked. Don't punch me with 
my name! 
TEVFIK: Does it not say, in in in the chapter of the Table that God 
des not forbid the good things he has made for you? (GIRL appears 
and winks. ) | 

HOJA: Indeed it does youn@ scholar. 

TEVFIK: Then praise be to God and to MohammedMis messenger for 
Hasan can have his fast-blooming Fatima there and not just dream of 
her all the day and night. 

HOJA: Aye! Fast-blooming! I swear by the book that she has 
become a woman between her. first appearance in that window and 

this last one. (to Tevfik's surprised look) A scholar must, of course, 
notice everything. (HASAN AND TEVFIK laughy)PATIMA exits.) 

HOJA: Young scholars, students of the glorious book! This is 
unbecoming! For the Koran says nothing about girls blooming in 
the heat or out of it. But bloom they must as the tides burst in, 
as the moon waxes and again waxes. 

HASAN: Right! And the Koran does talk about Fatima because she's 


a whatchacallit, garden too! 


- Tevfik: “Oh how they bounce when she approaches! 


- Ve A ET 


TEVFIK: What eggplants! 

HOJAH:. Eggplants? 

TEVFIK: They juggle asi she walks away. 

HASAN: I'i1 ee you! (Shakes TEVFIK and they wrestle.) 


(laughin 
TEVFIK:/ And what melons! 


HASAN: I'11 thump: your head like one! 

HOJA: Mélons. 

And nouns too. 
HOJA: Accurate use of the rhetoric. Very precise verbs. /But vile 
and sinful for all of that! (Hits TEVFIK.) Too much talk of 
women and you have no civilization! 

TEVFIK: But Hoja! | 

HOJA: Shall I stop beathng to hearz 

TEVFIK: Ouch. Yes...please do! For I will enunciate a theory 

of the universe. ; 

HOJA: And I naturally will stop a heavy hand-- 

HASAN: Not f! 

HOJA: For a heavy moment. 

TEVFIK: It's just that...well perhaps these girls like Fatima 
cause other things to happen, the same way they move a world inside 
a man. 

HASAN: (stops hitting) Hmmmmmm. 

TEVFIK: Their movements make the large world curve and pulse and 
vibrate in rhythm to the life they give it! . 
HASAN: Mmmmmnmmmm. 

HOJA: Such nonsense! Shroman's walk prppels the universe! I lay on 
harder for that! (beating him) But (tugging WEVFIK'S hair) how 
niiliiice it's niceness is! 

HASAN: Muh=huh! 

HOJA: Believe me young men I would be derilect in my duty if I 
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didnot instruct you that lust makes you a craven worm to the 
e pagan god of sex. It seizes your brain and your body! It~-! 
TEVFIK: If God created all good things that must include 
Fatima's ass. 
HOJA: Most definitely! I mean how dare you denigrate the Koran 
with this allusion to the trivial question of Fatima's ass! 
HASAN: Oh it's not trivial at all. It's a good big one! 
TEVFIK: Even the very God himself must have an eye for form, 
movement, curve. 
HOJA: I've nd heard of this theological physics of yours but 
I know of the raging juices threatening to explode young men! 
HASAN: Explode me! Explode me! 
TEVFIK: Excuse me Hoja, but is it easier now that you are old? 
as HOJA: Worse. The fever more intense; the reaction unfortunately ... 
7 slower. 
TEVFIK: Pity. 
HOJAY But more sure! But more sure! 
HASAN: I must act or be driven mad by the way she...rolls through 
this village. Is there no relief my Hoja? 
HOJA: Blinkers for a skittery stallion! 
HASAN: I would still smell her. 
HOJA: (waking around and pinching his nose) Then when you walk 
in her, uh, atmosphere, pich your nose thusly. ! | 
HASAN: Then I would feel her presence. I can feel her now 
though she's on the other side of that wall. 
TEVFIK: Hoja, I too feel her. presence, am awash in her waves. 
e HOJA: How literary! 
TEVFIK: What are we to do with these girls of Akshehir who 


overwhelm all our senses and make us burn, whatever stout 
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Yeligious defenses we build? 

HOJA: Do with them? Do with them? You're not to do anything 
with ise or to then. Yon're to stay away! Many a.silly girl 
has listened to.such oafs. The two of you should be tethered 
among the asses inthe stable. 

TEVFIK: And where should the old asses be tethered, Hoja? 

HOJA: Why they shouldn't be tethered at all. Let them wader the 
whole village over, getting a piece of bread from a widow. 

HASAN: Have you ever gotten a piece-- 

TEVFIK: of bread from a widow? 

HASAN: A young widow? | 

HOJA: (seizing staff) Such a question calls for a most direct 
answer. In- (flailing) deed! 

(HASAN AND TEVFIK separate and Hoja runs to the one ribbing him 
at the time.) 

TEVFIK: (giggling) But there was a lovesick donkey in our 
village not long ago, mooching around a young widow, pushing out his 
muscles at every opportunity. Excuse me. Did I say donkey? He was 
a mighty Kazak in the army of Tamerlane. He was infatuated witha 
certain young widow. | | 

HASAN: (brightly) The gossips say he sowed the field and an 

old man gathered the crop--whatever that means. 

HOJA: It means that if I part. your skull the two sides of your 
alleged brain will live on quite the same you worn! 

HASAN: But why are you beating me venerable teacher? 

HOJA: Give reasons to he anvessontne? Why do I beat my mule 


you ass? 


TEVFIK: Do you beat your mule for being a mule, Hoja? 
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HOJA: (stopping) Quite right and completely sensible. 

Accept my apologies (HASAN brightens) Tevfik! For violating 
your sense of moral logic. | 

HASAN: Your beatings, Hoja, are worth more than other men's 
compliments. 

HOJA: Nice. Nice. His parents have performed wonders with hin. 
And please pass along my apologies to the other mules when you 
see them. I've beaten too many of you in my the. 

TEVFIK: I recall that all of Akshehir stood in fear of that 
Kazak and of Tamerlane. : 

HOJA: They did? I was busy with my own life under a magnificent 
God, nota limping tyrant. For God is most great and his word only 
is mighty! Armed with it I can withstand any puffed-up Kazak 
and lame emperor! 

TEVFIK AND HASAN: Bravo Hoja! 

HOJA: Well anyway a Kazake<he may be the one you're referring 
to, I don't know--attempted to court the same widow. Must I 
tell you the result? Who was left empty-handed? How sweetness 
and wit won over swiftness and force? | 

TEVFIK: When was all of this, Hoja? 

HOJA: Ad Anno ced tssoundine question. Where is my staff? 

HASAN: Broken on me. | 

HOJA: It figures. These events, these great events, Tevfik, 
took place just after my wife's death...or just before. When 
emotions run high one loses the exact sense of time. 

TEVFIK: Them never mind the then. What happened then? 

HASAN: Then then then! Won'* you please use a word one way? 
HOJA: How about simple. Thatts a good word. And dunce. . 


Why I drove that Kazak off, Tevfik, with my Wit ang with my fist 
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(HOJA swaggers around in imitation.) His swaggering bluster and 
soldier's bluntness! Why how on earth could such a flat 

piss-puddle compete with the well of hundreds of years of 

Moslem culture? Oh he had large expectations, believe me. 

But his large expectations were dashed on the Hoja's rocks! 

That Kazak ended up with two black eyes and a headache, believe m! 
TEVFIK: And thus the Kazak's ship was wrecked on the Hoja's rocks 
down in the well of Moslem culture. Tangled imagery indeed. 

HASAN: Sounds dirty. 

HOJA: I am passion! Not logic or stupidity, both of which are 
quite often the same by the way. 

TEVFIK: The upshot-~ 

HOJA: You watch your imagery! 

TEVFIK: was that you married the widow. 

HASAN: And she has the headaches now-<or sh I've heard you complain. 
TEVFIK: And in the face of your large expectations. How sad. 

HOJA: Shut up you fools! I am too old to have large expectations. 
TEVFIK: Hasan has them. ‘It's why he groans every time Fatima walks 
by--as she does at least ten tmes during each class. (FATIMA walk 
by window.) Merhaba. 

HASAN: (groan) | 

HOJA: When the devil can't come himself he sends a woman! And man 
loses his poor life and his scholarship in his burning. The Chris tian 
Paul says better marry than bum. 

HASAN: (louder groan) ; 

TEVFIK: Which of these interesting alternatives do you advise, Hoja? 
HOJA: Burn until paradise. 

HASAN: I'11 die! 


TEVFIK: Hasan's expectations are becoming larger. 
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Hoja: Even larger than the girl's I dare say. 
TEVFIK: The girl's what, Hoja? 

(seizing book and hitting TEVFIK on head) 
HOSA: / I'll get this book into your head one way or the other, Puppy! 
Forgive me Gdd for I should not let the holy book repeatedly to 
come in contact with this obscene object! (Suddenly stopping to muse) 
Even larger than the girl's what. (laughs) 
TEVFIK: (laughing) Since the mood has changed from pain to humar-- 
HASAN: There's a famous Hoja story about large expectatinns. | 
HOJA: I am employed to teach you holy writ and common sense, not 
frivolous stories. 
TEVFIK: Good Hoja! Your stories always have common sense. 
HASAN: That's why we laugh at then. 
TEVFIK: And nowhere in that holy book you teach us-= 
HASAN: And hit us with-- 
TEVFIK: Is a laugh forbidden. 
HASAN: And therefor laughing is holy and sanctioned by the holy book. 
HOJA: Your thinking is asinine, Hasan, but your conclusion is wise. 
HASAN: Thank you my Hoja. 
HOJA: Gdd presents us with these accidents to show us our ignorance. 
TEVFIK: Large expectations? 
HOJA: Tamerlane had them one...aromatic day. 
TEVFIK: I can see that his very name makes you tremble. 
HOJA: God is most great! Tamerlane is a ranting pipsqueak who 
wouldn't make a pimple on my ass. On my donkey's ass for that matter. 
I fear not his rants and rages believe me! 
TEVFIK: Wisdom should tell you to fear a little. 
HOJA: All he can take is my head and that's no great loss. 
(Muffled laughter from HASAN and TEVFIK while HOJA goes on.) 
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I drove him crazy that one day, believe me. He summoned me on 
Some tax matter and I quick got a goose and had the baker cook 
it. Took every cent I had but one doesn't go to the emperor 
empty-handed. There are conventions. Anyway he smell/that goose 
when I was three kilometers away. He became frantic waiting 

for me. 


HASAN: Mmmmmmmmmm. 


HOJA: (to TEVFIK) He doesn't differentiate between women and food? 


TEVFIK: Does anyone? 

HASAN: Mmmmmmmm Fatima mmmimmn roast goose mmmmmm Fatamoose. 
HOJA: Let me digress to say--~ 

HASAN: No! I will lose the smell. 

HOJA: that the emperor is thoroughly conceited and feels that 
God is his lackey. He is mad and totally trational. In short 
he is the average man in robes of power. 

TEVFIK: Whose dream Tamerlane has fulfilled, for power is the 
power to murder. 

HOJA: Give a little man power and, though he's afraid of his dog, 
he'll hand you your head. When the ego grows just a mite a man 
ceases to be God's servant. 

HASAN: Get to your story please Hoja or my kidneys will burst! 
HOUA: Is everything about you animal? Are you the end product 
of our Turkish culture? Of philosophers, statesmen, soldiers, 
sultans, artist, and perspicadous Hojas in the unparalleled 
richness of the interwoven tapestry of history and culture? 
HASAN: Yes. | 
HOJA: God save us from the truth. 

TEVFIK: Could we stop reading the moral nn the doormat and 

get into the house? 
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HOJA: And from the literary snotnoses among us! Well, all right. 
NOw when did you gentlemen last eat? 


HASAN: At my mother's breast. 
HOJA: This morning then. 
TEVFIK: Will we go to the marketplace after your story? 
HOJA: I will go to the marketplace. God will send you two 
where he pleases. With his help now my story will nourish, 
stomach 

entering the ears to go directly to the guste and then, through the 
thousand branches of the blood throughout the entire body. 
It should get to the brain last. That's what my fellow scholars 
never seem to learn, let along you infant pokers at the tit of knowledge. 
HASAN: I don't undersand. 
HOJA: No matter. In your case it never arrives. (TEVFIK punches HASAN. ) 
Mischievous Tevfik! (TEVFIK winces, expecting a punishment. ) 
Up onto that table! (TEVFIK limps to table, hops on top,kicks books off.) 
HOJA: MOst perceptive on two counts: you remember that the empepor 
limps, and you kick away the books to show what politicians think 
of learning. ; 
HASAN: (whisper) Kick them all away! 

(running) 
-HOJA: /I speed through the streets of Akshehir with this steaming 
gooose here in my hands. | 
HASAN: Allah! I could eat it Selena We acecat: exist. 
HOJA: Ah but it does. Half the village is going mad with the 
aromas, Look! The skin brown and crusty and bubbling underneath ! 
HASAN: (groans) | 
HOJA: A voluptuous woman fainted when I went by! 
FATIMA: (at window) Was it the goose or the goose's deliverer 


made her faint? 


HASAN: Fatima! Be my...goose! (She exits.) 
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¢ HOJA: Naturally she knew that I could deliver more than a goose. 
But I am not a vain man. 
TEVFIK: (in TAMERLANE voice) I command you to hurry! 
HOJA: I am.coming as fast as these old legs will transport me, 
Excellency! Right now I am passing a camel. Albh! Heis berserktng 
at the vapors rising coiling and streaming. 
HASAN: Berserking? 


HOJA: The camel is eating a wagon! And now 110% of Akshehir's 
dogs are following me. There are some guests from neighboring towns. 
I (flopping down) © 
TEVFIK: No! 
H6JA: can bear it no longer. I devour a plump, bursting leg! 
Ahhhbhhhh. | 

e HASAN: Pass me the other! 
(HOJA takes another bite and kicks away the dogs in pantomime. ) 
TEVFIK: A lousy hundred meters from my camp! 
HOJA: It cpuld just as well have been the width of one hair of ny 
donkey's tail. The result is the same. 
TEVFIK: As it will be the same (leaping dow) if I kill you there 
(motions to HASAN to follow him with table, and approaches 
HOJA.) rather than having you dragged fhere. 
HOJA: Take your time Hxcellency while I remember that succulent. 
meat, the incredible gravy shooting into my mouth. Ah God! 
All-merciful Allah, if there is a heaven of gardens with rivers 
flowing unmer, and wamen like Fatima undulating among the flowers, 

e then roast goose must be the only item on the menu! 

é (HASAN pushes the table after the limping TEVFIK Who confronts 


HOJA, then motions for him to accompany him onto the table. 


TEVFIK Jumps up first, HOJA after, being careful with the "goose." 


LULU Peg 


The two sit side by side facing the audience. Lights dim on them 
silhouette 
until black; they are in siholette from a single light source 


upstage. ) 


SCENE 2 
TAMERLANE'S COURT or a portion of it. It may simply be a "Limbo" 
with the table from the last scene covered in silks. At any rate, 
the real TAMERLANE and his COUNSELOR sit together at the same 
height that FBVFIK and HOJA did in the previous scene. Lights came 
up slowly.) _ F 
TAMERLANE: And when there is no battle, Counselor, then there is 

a war between me and my soldiers. I warn you and them: there can 
be but one winner! 

COUNSELOR: Most assuredly Excellency, if there were such a war 
as you describee- ; 

TAMBRLANE: There is! For some men will scheme in their piggish 
sloth! And the others lose their pride wihh whores and snoring 
drunkenness. Is it a wonder that we Moslems won't eat pork? 

For we see ourselves as pigs and it disgusts us! Well to reform 
anyone you must first catch their attention. Is that not right? 
COUNSELOR: Assuredly so your Magnificience--but through this 
wretch? (gesturing for THIEF) 

TAMERLANE: (as THIEF enters) Why this bag of sores for 

my proud eyes? 

COUNSELOR: At your request. 

TAMERLANE: Then have I gone mad. For of what use is this 

this phlem é6f syphlis? 

COUNSELOR: You asked, your Bxcellency for the perpetrator of the 


e 
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latest atinen. He stole bread. 

THIEF: Only from hunger. I-- 

COUNSELOR: Silence! 

TAMERLANE: You dare speak! You who shouldn't even have a voice! 
With my own voice I have already given this flea more than I should. 
CMNSELOR: Naturally I don't usually bother your Excellency with-= 
But since you specifically requested that-- 

TAMERLANE: Enough of your sickening circularity! Kill him. 
COUNSELOR: Bat your Excellency. If I may. The usual, uh, the 
strongest measure is to cut off the hand. | 

TAMBRLANE: Take...my...measure. 

COUNSELOR: (starts to clap hands but THIEF rushes forward. ) 

THIEF: Mercy! - 

TAMERLANE: I don't ask. I don't give. You stink! 

THIEF: Take my hand. Cut off my hand. It is the law. 

TAMERLANE: I am the law. When I cease to be I am finished. 
COUNSELOR: He is a favorite 6f the soldiers, a clownish sort. [He-- 
TAMERLANE: who licks can bite, Counselor! 

(COUNSELOR slaps his hands together; THIEF sobs as we go to black. ) 


SCENE 3 


Lights cmme up on TEVFIK AND HOJA the way we left them at 
the end of Scene 1.) 


TEVFIK: A...one...legged...goose. 


HOJA: Freak of nature Excellency. Knowing your interest in 


- Natural History I-- 


TEVFIK: You! You! Dare to... ridicule my infirmity. 
HOJA: Anyone can find insult in coincidence. The stork 


will stand on one leg. Is he ridiculing you? The skipping 
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children at their play? The scurvy cripplel beggars, their brains 
gone at birth and their pants full of shit--? Well there may 
be a slight resembhance. 

TAMERLANE: (pause) Why waste breath on a dead man? 

HOJA: Waste on! I implore you Tamerlane to waste away. Your 
breath that is. Let your breath be my guest. Allow it all the 


air it requires. May I fetch you more? (getting down and 


backing away) I return presently. | 
TAMERLANE: You are obscene even for a religious. | 
HOJA: I beg you to excuse what I have been saying Excellency. 
When we strive to precision in our words Satan gets jealous 

and makes us misunderstood. 
TAMERLANE: Precision. In that your foolish words have little 
knife points. 
HOJA: I assure your Excellency that my words--~ 
TAMERLANE: Words I can excuse! But not the...insult...of this... 
damn...gimped...goose. 
HOJA: There! You got that out. I always say a little olive oil helps. 
TAMERLANE: On the blade, Hoja? 
(HASAN holds a broom horizontally, pushes HOJA back towards TAMERMANE. ) 
HOJA: But but but a little goose from time to time keeps the 
metabolism at the right pitch, hey? 
TEVFIK: (his own character) It is too critical a time for such 

a flaccid pun. 
HOJA: (to audience) Allah! In their zeal to teach at any cost 
the young fail to see the importance of diplomacy. 
TEVFIK: Gutless, lecherous, gluttonous old fool, you'd call 
an egg a horse if it spared you a beating! 


HOJA: (Advancing towards TEVFIK but being held from the rear 
bv HASAN. ) 
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a HOJA: I warn you: hold yourself down Tevfik. Even the insane 
Tamerlane would fear saying these things to a religious man and 
scholar. | 
| TEVFIK: Keep hold of him Executioner. 
| HOJA: (trying to twist round as HASAN holds the back of his 
| robe) Executioner! Yes yes yes yes. Now strike the dam goose 
for it is he whd0-: offends. (trying to seize broom) Here! 


Stand still you stupid Hasan! Let me get your axe and I wil 


dispatch him myself. 
HASAN: . (basso while shoving HOJA'S head down to the table) 
Place your head onthe table there Hoja. (rearing up with broom) 
TEVFIK: In aflash the quick will be the dead unless the 
Hoja proves too quick to die. 
e HOJA: (scrambling away) Stop the two of you! Hasan and Tevfik! 
You are showing too much relish. 
TEVFIK: (laughing) It is merely a play, Hoja. 
Hoga: That is what one often thinks until he finds himself in 
the middle of something quite serious. Why I was at a wedding 
once and having a glorious time till it struck me that I 
wascthe groom. 
HASAN: (brandishing broom; his own voice) So:I'm. stupid, hey? 
A primitive, hey? Hey hey hey hey hey? . 
HOJA: Stay in character you boob! You're the executioner. 
Now tell Tamerlane that you must hurry since.archery practice 
is about to commence. 
@ HASAN: Excellency! 
TEVFIK: I heard. Then gve him your best stroke. Do not 


hack around for eight or ten-- 


POra~i-ioO 


HOJA: Oh my! 

TEVFIK: Till you get his dam empty head lolling around. 

HOJA: Ooooooo. 

TEVFIK: However much fun it is for you and for me. 

HOJA: Archery practice! “Let me be the target. It is the safest 
place in camp. . . 

TEVFIK: How can a dead man be insolent? There's a paradox for 
you to ponder in your last second, Hoja. 

HOJA: I'd rather ponder oh Excellency how your archers couldn't 
hit the oe aoeane in Akshehir from ten paces. But it's no 
wonder. Rechery like the Koran must be learned gradually and 


humbly and be continually studied. It's too serious a subject to 


be left to the ilk of soldiers and rash commanders. 


TEVFIK: It should obviously be left to foolhardy Hojas. 

HOJA: I myaif am a master, though understandably a bit rusty. 
TEVFIK: And when we, masterful Hoja, cut off your head, 

we'll find too that your pipes are rusty. (Nods briskly to HASAN) 
HOJA: (as HASAN shoves him towards table) Wait! Your excellency 
I will bet my life that I can still demonstrate more skill than 
your ragtag army. 

TEVFIK: (laughing and waving HASAN off) Let the dead man 

amuse us for a few moments more. Sharpen that dull axe while 
this dull ass demonstrates archery to the best commander and 

the best army in the world. Indeed, I would even consider 

giving over the responsibility of archery instructor to hin. 

I've had it since the inception of our little army only because 

I was the best archer. 

(HOJA lays his head back onto the table and beckons HASAN. ) 


HOJA: (leaping up at their laugh) Aye and how they all laughed 
then too! At the old man. At the old man. Oh how they fret 
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and pull at you when you are young. In their envy! In their envy! 
And then in the middle years you do the fretting and pulling. It is 
your time of vastest amusement. Then. You are old. In a day. 
TEVFIK: (own voice) Something happens each day, Hoja. Perhaps 
there is a day when one gets old. 

HOJA: Decayed in body and in wit, all of you quite often 
winterecold. All, too, of your digits rheumatic. 

HASAN: All? 

HOJA: All. 

HASAN: (to TEVFIK) All. 

TEVFIK: All. 

HASAN: It's...hard. 

HOJA: Quite the opposite. 

TEVFIK: (laughs) (offhand) At any rate many roosters have died 
since that day you got old. 


HOJA: And are you Tevfik or Tamerlane in delivering that impudence? 
| TEVFIK: Why Tamerlane of course. 
HOJA: A good thing too for I woul have (swinging at both of them) 


thrashed Tevfik for it. And Hasan for good measure. Here the 


unsteady Tamerlane wants my head and you suck-a-tits laugh! 
HASAN: (groans) 
HOJA: My...smooth=-brained son, you have the same groan for 
everything: sex, hunger, and death. You hawe unified your 
life without philosophy. 
HASAN: Thank you Hoja. 
| HOJA: Welcome. Between the volite ignoramus and the rude numbnuts 
| e I'll certainly take the former. Would that our system of education 
could produce more polite sicdes<fawer arrogant boobs. 


TEVFIK: Roll up the sides of the tent so that the Hoja can 
see the target! 
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HOJA: They do and I strain and strain my eyes, the sound of the 
axe grinding its assault upon my ears. (pause) The axe grinding ! 
HASAN: Oh! (imitates sound) | 

HOJA: (still peering) Squeakier than that. 

HASAN: (tries to comply) 

HOJA: They bring me a bow bigger than my donkey, and three arrows 
longer than the center pole of Tamerlane's silken tent. "But 

where is the target, Magnificience?" I ask. | 

TEVFIK: Are all you senses dead then? There! 

HOJA: There. Hmmmm. There. There? My snns, a...speck a 
thousand meters off and with the center as large as a grain 

of sleep in a robin’s eye. (They all lean forward straining to see.) 
Hasan, (yanking him back by the scruff of the neck) Consistent 

with your mission in life you are now to be the arrow. Stand 

right next to me as I (straining) pull...thhhhhhhhe string backkkk 
and! (nods to HASAN who starts running only to have HOJA trip him.) 
Yes, just so Hasan. The first shot fell at my feet. (pulls HASAN up) 
TEVFIK: Rusty indeed Hoja. 

HOJA: Ng indeed excellent Tamerlane for that is a demonstration 

of how your soldiers shoot. 

TEVEIK:...That bad? 

HOJA: IIIIIII took carefulllll aim with the second arrowwwwwww . 
(HASAN makes a false start and then HOJA shoves him off to the side. ) 
My sweat-slick fingers sent the dam arrow off on a crazy angle 

and into the rump of a dried=-up old cow! (HASAN runs about on 

all fours, shrieking.) If you are that cow bom again in Hasan, 
then please excuse me. Anyway, the cow ran away at that time, 

my thundering aoede in her wake: "Tell all of the other cows 


in the world about me! I fear none of you. Bring them all 


back to do battle. including my mother-in-law! « 


e 
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TEVFIK: You are surely mighty against cows. We are, however, 
measuring archery here. 

HOJA: And that, Excellency, that is how your officers shoot. 
TEVFIK: Then evidentally we do need practice. 

HASAN: Last shot, Hoja. Make it a good one. 

HOJA: Hasan, there are already too many words in the world. 
TEVFIK: Then get on with an old man's pitiful action. 

HOJA: Immediately. Stand by surly arrow. I...draw...back... 
mish Much much more carefully. Bu my fingers shake so that 
the dam arrow releases prematurely. (Kicks HASAN who runs.) 

All the officers and soldiers scream at once, their combined voices 
equajding the sound of the great Istabul earthquake. (HASAN leaps 
through the window and FATIMA shrieks!) Right into the bullseye! 
And that, merciful Tamerlane who spares the lives of great archers, 
is how Nasrettin Hoja shot when he was a young man. But he cotld 
hardly hear me since there was a redoubled roar like likelike-- 
FATIMA: (giggling) The time the mountains fell into the sea. 
HOJA: The time when the mountains after a hundred days of rain 
slid woosh into the sea, rolling men and women and danikevs ene 
palm trees and thirty-eight million banannas into a huge ball 

that rolled over the Aegean to Athens and back again within 

the span of a minute. (HASAN ard FATIMA appear at window. ) 

HASAN: Hail to the Hoja! Greatest archer in the kingdom! 

FATIMA: Foremost too among pinchers. , 

HOJA: Please. Please. Modesty forbids me to accept such 


compliments,although one of them is true. (HASAN throws his arm 


around FATIMA and hugs her.) 
HOJA: Are you engaged to that girl? 
HASAN: Not presently, Hoja. 


LULU I Won 


Hoja: (to TEVFIK) Not presently? Is he more wily than I think? 
And has he been engaged before, in a manner of speaking? 

At any rate diserigage yourselves immediately! 

TEVFIK: Beloved Hoja, what is the harm of a little squeeze. 
HOJA: None. I often apply such and with mutual pleasure-- 
of that I can assure you. ‘pause ) This last was the answer 

of Hoja the man. (Thundering!) Harm? Harm? The first tiny 
rip in the whole moral fabric of the nation! An infinitesimal 
squeeze and then a whole ball of men and women and donkeys 

and palm trees and the devil knows who's screwing who or who 
what or what what or what who or or or or or-= 

TEVFIK: And this huge multi-fucking ball is our nation now? 
HOJA: Do you have eyes? 

HASAN: How can we stop it? 

FATIMA: And why? | 

HOSA: We start by stopping little squeezes. And that is the 
answer of Hoja the religious man! 

FATIMA: And which of these Hojas are the women of this village 
to believe? 

HOJA: Why the one you see before you. 

simple 

TEVFIK: The Hoja is frequently/in the most complex ways. 

HOJA: A man is the various universe itself. I'm not flyshit-- 
something you can give a name to and be sure of. 

FATIMA: Well I'll give you a name: amorous old bear. 

BOJA: Well then (gdmg over to window and lifting her in with difficulty) 
give this old bear a bear-hug. Mhhhhhhhhh! 

squeezing 

HASAN: Now you're sewehteng her and I'm not supposed to. 

HOJA: A man who knows what he's doing may do it. And even 
though it's often too addled to exercise then, old age has its 


privileges. 


VLU EN 


FATIMA: Mad strong bear! The gossips say you have the body of 
a thirty year old man. 

TEVFIK: And the puppet shows in the marketplace present this 
fact most explicitly. . 

HOJA: Stay away from gosdp and from the filth of the pupeteers. 
Thirty-two or three perhaps,. but not thirty. | 
(FATIMA and HOJA are swaying in a little sensuous dance. ) 
FATIMA: And will there be a stay for me, hot Bear? _ 

HASAN: Fatima! | 

HOJA: Iffff you enter it with me. 

FATIMA: And if I lose myself? 

HOJA: Then you'll be both winner and loser. 

sinful 
HASAN: Stop this or you'll get into one of those/balls. 
HOJA: Give the dense time and they'll wander into preaching. 


TEVFIK: The story of the pot or pots my teacher? 

HASAN: Yes! The pot of the parable, the pot of the parable! 

HOJ A: Tevfik, you are a strong weed in a forest of pebrified wod. 
You will grow wildly but you will grow. 

HASAN: And me? 

HOJA: (Taking FATIMA'S hand, leading her to where she can get 

a gown, put it on.) God.moves in strange ways. . 
HASAN: I thank you for my whole family. 

HOJA: May God bless then and the university study them. Now hand 
in our large school pot to this old man here. (thrusts FATIMA 

to window) 

TEVFIK: Would that it had soup in it. We'd have a realistic 

play and I'd have a full stomach. 

HOJA: My story will nourish you afresh. For when men walk 


around like this (demonstrates) and this, the parable of the 
pot will feed them. 
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(FATIMA drags herself back with very large pot.) 
. HOJA: You're supposed to be old but not so ancient that you 
smell of the dirt of the grave! 
HASAN: ‘>* -? ‘7a me she still can't hide that fire! Allah! 
FATIMA: Here is the pot you wished to borrow, Hoja. 
HOJA: Thank you Uncle. Allah preserve you! Now walk away and 
come back exactly one day older. (HOJA shoves pot aside.) 
FATIMA: Like...this? | 
HOJA: Exactly! 
HASAN: How can one tell? 

locked 
HOJA: When the brain is :/* there is no key. 
TEVFIK: Surely only God can perceive such day to day differences. 
HOJA: Nonsense. I told you that one day I was old. 
FATIMA: (clearing her throat to be recognized) Well Hoja! 
Did you enjoy the soup you made with my pot? 
HOJA: Yes and no. 
FATIMA: Never mind your usual silliness! Where B it? 
HOJA: The soup? We ate it. It was a large party. My mother-~indaw. 
FATIMA: The pot, Hoja. The pot. 
HOJA: Something...happened to it. Better to watch a bag of fleas 
than a woman believe you ial 
FATIMA: What wmman? My patience is--! 
HOJA: (shouting) I tell you my name was brough up in a similar case! 
There is no limit to the gossips' malice. They wrap you in their 
stinking breath like meat in grape leaves, then steam you. 
FATIMA: Never mind all that! It's a very expensive pot. I hold 
you responsible. 
HOJA: That's what they said before but that whole thing was based 


on a dam lie that the wench told. I tell you if we saw into 
one weman's head the whole race of men would faint. 


bULUwMIMWOYy 


FATIMA: Is this news that men and women are dam fools? . 

My pot Hoja! 

HOJA: Oh very well. (fetches pot) Here! 

FATIMA: (carefully inspecting it) Few scratches where it was 
most likely dropped on the courtyard stones. A few lira will 
cover it. Nothing major though. Oooops. What is this rattle. 
HOJA: Now am I doomed! 

FATIMA: Why you left a little pot inside my large one. 

HOJA: That's what I've been trying to tell you Uncle! Your big 
pot gave birth last night. 

FATIMA: Birth indeed! 

HOJA: Aye, and to the little pot you have there. 

FATIMA: Oh yes! Birth! Of course! It is now my uh little baby . 
And extremely well-made. (aside) Do not question whom the 
angels have touched. Well Hoja! Let's...well let's just forget 
the damage to the large pot. Obviously in the process of birth-- 


- HOJA: Of course Uncle. 


FATIMA: Yessssss. Well, I'11 just be on my way with my little 
family. (putting the small pot back and rattling them) 

HOJA: -Ah just one more thing Uncle. 

FATIMA: I've already stayed too long for the health of buaness. [oo 
HOJA: To tell the truth and damn the devil I had none of that 
delicious soup last night. My mother-in-law all but dove in 
there and swam around like a seal. I couldn't wedge my spoon in. 
Then I was called out on a small official matter and when I 
returned the huge soup had vanished. In short, could I borrow 
the large pot again tonight? I will sit and watch every bubble 
and be the first to eat. 


FATIMA: Borrow the pot again? Hmmmmmmm. Why of course! 


Jnet leat ma wamnvsa Fhe hak 


a 
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HOJA: Now Uncle, mind you take good care of the infant. 

FATIMA: And you mind you take good care of the modther. Lots: 

of rest and privacy when she's done cooking. Allah be with her. 
(walks away) 

HOJA: With you too. Now return a day older and richer. 

Act the noveau riche. Opinions on everything. Instant advice 

to those not up to snuff. | 
FATIMA: My pot, Hoja! Don't keep a rich man waiting. He enrichkens 
us all by spending his time and talents wisely. A rich man, in fact, 
makes all of us rich. 

HOJA: In proportion. The poor man gets an olive, the already-rich 
another camel. . 

FATIMA: That is the way it should be and the way too which 

God ordains. But enough of philosophy. I can give it but a 

minute daily. Where is ny pot? 

HOJA: Dead. 

FATIMA: (pause) See this nose, Hoja. Youcould strike a match 

on it. Be warned that you are not dealing with a bumpkin! 

HOJA: Oh it's gone all right. | | 

FATIMA: Of that I'm sure. To some sleazy buyer in the mrketplae. 
Well the magistrate will reverse this shabby trick. 

HOJA: Court? Oh my! 

FATIMA: Hah! So you fear the court! As well you might with 

such transparent japes! 

HOJA: But surely you would't expect me to face an august magistmte 
in ths shabby robe. Let me borrow yours. 

FATIMA: Aye borrow! But here, the truth is rainment enough. 


(They exchange robes.) 
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HOJA: And Surely you wouldn't expect me to ride my poor old 
donkey when you have a beautiful Arabian. 

FATIMA: Ride the horse. Anything to get your there. (HASAN 
trots up and frisks. HOJA gets on.) 

FATIMA: Are we finally ready? Time is money. 

HOJA: NOt to me for one is in short supply. And to undertake 

a journey+- 

FATIMA: Here here here is a few lira for tea. 

HOJA: YOu we the most generous man I have ever met. 

FATIMA: You won't say that after the magisrate and I finish with you. 
HOJA: Let's go then! (He digs into HASAN who moves him to the 
_table where TEVFIK now sits cross-legged. FATIMA trots beside 
HASAN and HOJA. ) 

TEVFIK: And what is this spectacle? Do you two have business 
with this court? 

FATIMA: Please your Honor, this unholy hoja stole my best pot. 
TEVFIK: And what do you have to say to this accusation? 

HOJA: Hmph, next he'll be saying this is his horse. 

FATIMA: So it is! 

HOJA: And I suppose this is your robe? 

FATIMA: That too. Quite so! 

HOJA: Your Honor, have pity on the wretch. 

TEVFIK: This court has no pity when it comes to false accusation ! 
FATIMA: False accusation? I tell you he stole my pot! 

HOJA: And the night after it had a baby, tch tch tch. 

FATIMA: Exactly right! I mean it it it it didn't have a baby, 
it had another pot. A litkle one. I took it away. The baby. 

I mean the pot, the other one. I-- God dam this retarded Hoja! 


TEVFIK: Because of his age ten lashes will have to suffice. 
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HOJA: -Most fair. I am satisfied. (sliding off of HASAN) 
Each will be a reminder that even in our justly-ruled kingdom 
a man cannot malign his betters. (HASAN leads FATIMA off.) 
TEVFIK: You are wise in the deepest sense Hoja. That is to 
say politically. | 
HOJA: Your servant. 
FATIMA: (off; sound of whipping) Oh nothing stings like the 
taunt of a fool! 
HASAN: The whip's not a bad second. 
TEVFIK: (laughing as he gets down from the table) But wasn't 
it enough, Hoja, that you got his pot and horse and robe and money? 
Did he have to be whipped too? 
HOJAs But of course. The fool can seve get enough of anything. 
TEVFIK: (exits) I'm off to watch Hasan. 
HOJA: Aye prevent sin! (aside) In yourself. 4t watch on 
your own heart good Tevfik! The self-righteous are legion, 

of their own heart 
the sentries/few. | 
(Off: redoubled laughing) Laugh my children laugh! For God 
does not forbid you this. You need more from life than bread 
and salt. All you need from life is bread and salt says the 
proverb, but you need a little bit more, hey? 
FATIMA: (off) I need a lot more and the sooner the better. 
HASAN: Now that I've beaten you I must have you. 
FATIMA: Oh Hasan you are really a Turk! 
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SCENE 4 


HOJA in spotlight. He might dance a bit during his speech. 
HOJA: Now is the laughter gone but not its feeling, its senmuous, 
physical feeling. The physical grips me still, and more firmly 
than it did when I was young. And Hoja's soul must guard his 
sexual heart. Fatima! Oh not she as a person and not the headlmg 
love of Hasan. But her...eggplants and her melons oh my! At my 
age coming against such softnesses has becmme a delicate art. 
Oh lah lah lah lah lah, Allah! Her eggplants and her melons! 
She is a miracle of of of of...vegetation! Raw and full from 
Akshehir's raw soil! 

Excuse oh God my grossness but you made all nature gross. 
Though we have found order--thanks again to you, for instead 
of ploughing wildly, now we plough in rows. Thus in our 
agriculture and in our lives we touch with one hand your 
tumescent world, with the other hand your wise! But... 
we lose that balance often--I don't have to tell you that. 
I will tell you that these Turks are madg for sex! Mad! 
And nowhere is it better seen than in cusine! 

Try these dishes from our sensual kitchens! "Women's Curves? ! 
And that wuld be enough to show the Turkish mind, but "Women's Dimples!" 
stock the larder. And their "Belly=Buttons" too! Yes Venus stokes 
our fires more ways than one. Inman Bayilda, that dish of 
Eggplant-heaven that made the Sultan faint away! Oh I tell 
you that these sense-drugged Turks are mad for sex and food! 
And at top my mind belongs to God but at bottom I'm a Turk. 


And our Turkish food brings his heavatto our earth, hey? 
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SCENE 5 


The MERCHANT sits at table. It can be the schoolhouse table 
draped with a lace cloth. HOJA's house. MERCHANT eats with 
great noise. HOJA aters. 
MERCHANT: (mouth full) And you,master chef of Akshehir, of of 

of of all of Turkey have brought heaven to earth on this table. 

HOJA: Leave me a little corner of parilise I beg of you. 

MERCHANT: Impossible! Such ecstacy can't be shared. (HOJA 

moves around with a spoon, trying to get a bite of someuping. ) 

Shall I tell you what I've eaten here tonight? I will recite a book! 
HOJA: A great volume. ; 

MERCHANT: Little biographies of what I've sampled-- 

HOJA: Devoured. 

MERCHANT: --here tonight. 

HOJA: Don't! Since you've eaten a lifetimes worth, the telling 

of it will age me much too much. | 

MERCHANT: That's a point: I must get back to work for although 

I make piles of money when I'm not in the shop I make even more 

when I join the work and keep an eye nn my employees. 

HOJA: You better keep an eye-on yourself. 

MERCHANT: “(mouth stuffed) Pardon? 

HOJA: If you get any fatter you'll overflow your shop. 

MERCHANT: Then I'11 geta new shop for I must eat vastly! 

And of the a best food! 

HOJA: I'll be having w_atery soup the rest of this week. You've. . 


absorbed the budget in a sitting. 


MERCHANT: Let me just comment briefly on your most exquisite dish] 


PULU6M ERM 


HOJA: Imam: Bayilda! 

MERCHANT: The priest fainted. Overcome with the fragrance! 

HOJA: Have you left the tiniest bit? | 

NERCHANT: Bad luck! I just a secnnd ago wiped the last of it with bread. 
HOJA; No matter for ie dives forever in my memory. 

MERCAHNT: As a scholar the mind's the primary part. 

HOJA: It can leave one less than satisfied. 

MERCHANT: I wouldn't know. 

HOJA: Naturally. But...I do see the eggplants seeute eth 

the choicest oil, its sfuffng of tomatoes and onions and sweet 

sweet currants oh so so slowly simmering for three hours. 

MERCHANT: - The gastric balance is perfect for I taste the 

tomatoes when I burp. It rises in waves that even fill my nostrils. 
(burps) Ah ooo ahhhh. This one's reversing I believe. 

HOJA: And then steeped in the oil to which bay leaf and sweet 

sweet thyme has been added. At least overnight in this fragrant 
liquid dark. 

MERCHANT: Out the rear definitely, and leaving a ring of pleasant 
fire around the anus. So much mmre Sigauank that incandary 

Adana Kebab! Why after eating that my very walking over them 
scortches the carpets in my shop. 

HOJA: Science is truly wonderful. 

MERCHANT: Ahhhhh, there goes a simultaneous one! It's like 

eating thrice! 

HOJA: Then eat cold...caressing flavors ohhhhh! 

MERCHANT: If one ate roses would one fart their fragrance I wonder. 
HOJA: Why not stick them up your ass and eliminate a step? 
MERCHANT: Oh Hoja, you are so fey! 


HOJA: Faint more like, from hunger and disgust! 
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MERCHANT: Well! I must go! A man of trade is not his om man. 
He belongs to the world. 

HOJA: They can have him. 

MERCHANT: But believe me Hoja, I'll never forget this feast! 
HOJA: Your beloved digestive system will remind you all night. 
MERCHANT: Allow me to reciprocate, please. 

HOJA: How about in an hour? 

MERCHANT: You name it. I ye you how grateful I am, how 
generous I oa be. 

HOJA: Really, it is not necessary. 

MERCHANT: I'll take you at your word. 

HOJA: But since you'll insist-- 

MERCHANT: Oh? 


HOJA: I will enter your veritable palace next Thursday evening 


and hungry, ravenous! . 

MERCHANT: Thursday it will be for some bread and salt. Old 
friends together over bread and salt, hey Hoja? 

HOJA: A wonderful old Turkish expression! 

MERCHANT: Never heard it. 


Go to black. Table is cleared except for plate with crusts of bread. 


Perhas a few luxurious touches since we want to intimate the 
MERCHANT'S House. MERCHANT at table as HOJA enters. 
MERCHANT: So there you are! 


HOJA: Forgive me. I must have wandered a full kilometer inside 


your house, eating and drining the beauty. There must be a 


lot. of money in rugs. 
MERCHANT: One survives. With the help of God of course. 
HOJA: He should be doing so well! 
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MERCHANT: Sit and we'll begin our repast! 

HOJA: Gladly, but where is it? 

MERCHANT: Why right there in front of you. 

HOJA: But I see only bread and salt. 

MERCHANT: Exactly. 

HOJA: Is this all? 

MERCHANT: Al1? Of course. What I invited you to enjoy. 

Bread and salt. You'll find me a man of my word in everything! 
HOJA: Keeping one's word can be the cruelest vengeance! 
MERCHANT: Nonsense! It is the reason I have all the treasures 
von admired. Besides, I don't think I should have to tell a holy 
man that there are other things in life (biting off a huge 
piece of bread) than eating and drinking. 


HOJA: I can think of just one. 

MERCHANT: Why you yourself were drinking and eating the beauty 
of this house. 

HOJA: Figures of speech, however satisfying to one's literary 
sense, do not calm a rolling gut. 

MERCHANT: Then eat! I find bread to be more filling when it's 
some days old like this, don't you Hoja? 

HOJA: I've not been able to get any to crawl the route to my 
stomach yet. 

MERCHANT: Sprinkle some salt on it and eat all you wish! 

HOJA: Your generousity overwhelms me. 

MERCHANT: Wot at all. 

@ HOJA: You said it! 

. MERCHANT: There now! Among friends the simplest fare is the best. 
Don't you agree? 


HOJA: Well it's nice to have this reconciliation. 


BATAVTESUTT ALT Vt. Tt). a ie 


| 
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HOJA: In my house we were obviously enemies! 

MERCHANT: (laughs) You'll find no lavish displays at my board! 
I know that you respect that, Hoja. | 
HOJA: Immensely. 

MERCHANT: I could hardly have achieved my present eminence 

by wasting money. 

HOJA: Indeed not! For such eminence (indicating girth) was 
obviously gained at other men's tables. But how else can the 
rich grow fat except off the poor, hey? 

MERCHANT: Which is as it should be. 

HOJA: Is is not shoul be! 

MERCHANT: (smacking lips) Ahhhhh, just the right amount of salt 
is like-- 

HOJA: Pan drippings frmm succulent lamb! 

MERCHANT: Or like-=- 

HOJA: the steam from off chicken soup-- 

MERCHANT: that 

HOJA: ,insinuates through fluffy dumplings. 

MERCHANT: Precisely. Or like-- 

HOJA: These are poor conceits. Bread and salt is like bread 
and salt. 

MERCHANT: And there yu have me too! A man of simple tastes, humle. 
Pride is a stranger to me. Ah yesssss bread and salt. Exactly 
exactly exactly exactly what I promised. A man of my word Hoja! 
HOJA: I'll never doubt that! Never! 

MERCHANT: And the same man everywhere I go! 

HOJA: The -game two men at any rate: philosopher at home and 


glutton abroad. 
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MERCHANT: I take what the world gives. 

HOJA: There are so many like you one pities the poor world. 
MERCHANT: Jike a chicken it's there for the pluncking! 

HOJA: Well this one has already lost its head! Bluk bluk bluk 
(exiting as a "chicken") bluk bluk bluk bluk. 

MERCHANT: (pause, poised with huge hunk of bread) 


Most strange the poor. 


a Cacao SCENE 6 
Limbo. HOJA sits alone, still clucking. TEVFIK, HASAN, FATIMA 


enter. 


TEVFIK: Well here is an old rooster afraid to go into the 
market. 

FATIMA: por everyone knows why they finally kill old roosters. 
HOJA: The hens have been trying to finish me for years. 

HASAN: And you fhish them! 

HOJA: Please. God jill stand for only so much inneuendo. 

He speaks variously but would be spoken to directly. 

TEVFIK: Ever the teacher! 

HOJA: And a starving one. 

FATIMA: Come along with me then. I'll give you a bowl of 
hangover soup. 

HOJA: Most perceptive, but my hangover is not from raki. It's 
from daydreaming about old Bread-and-Salt! 


TEVFIK: Oh yes! That unrelenting man of his word! 


FATIMA: Honesty is the worst policy. 
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HASAN: I hope to grow up and be a man like that, a man you 
can trust. eer 

FATIMA: Well don't grow up too soon for I need a man who 

can't be trusted! 

oie (Going between Hie and FATIMA and holding their hands 

to exit) I shall separate these volatile fluids! Tevfik! 
TEVFIK: Hoja? 

HOJA: Think pure thoughts! 

TEVFIK: They start out that way. 

HOJA: The three of you have tricked me so far away from the 
holy word that if we proceed the widh of one hair of my donkey's 
tail further, why the righteous God will strike us dumb! 

HASAN: (groans) 
‘HOJA: (looking up) Though it's no use doing a job twice. 
TEVFIK: But surely God wants us to laugh. 

HOJA: In measure and at the right time. 

TEVFIK: Almost always--as he must. 

HOJA; No nono. The Hoja thinks often of his death nearing, no 
laughing matter. Even as I speak workmen are building a tomb 
larger than Tamerlane's for me. Thus a poor man will outface 
the mighty. 

TEVFIK: Unfortunately for us God must want you too, Hoja, for he 
also needs a laugh. 


HOJA: He more than anyone. Thirkof what he puts up with! 
(HOJA putls HASAN and FATIMA off.) 


TEVFIK: I've seen the Hoja's tomb. It has an iron door a 
ater thick locked by a padlock larger than my head. It is 
not like the Hoja to exclude--anyone at any time. But he is 


several men and I, being young, am but a few. But too I feel the 
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ACT Two 


Scene 1 


The marketplace, A large puppet theater is set up with a screen across 
the proscenium. A belly dancer dances. HOJA watches, occasionally 
moving and swaying. The danser- comes close to. him insinuatingly, 
slithers away whenever he reaches for her, He finally gets a eee . 
hold on her as PUPPET MASTER enters. 48 ee 
PUPPET MASTER: If this holy man will release this uh lady I can uae 
her to make other motions back here, 

HOJAs I am attracted to her only because she is one of God's perfect: 
creatures. I always want to see what makes these wondrous beings: blak. 
PUPPET MASTER: Of course Hoja.e Shets a watch. (She goes to back | 
of puppet theater, ) | 

HOJAs Not quite, for a watch cannot have such slithery parte. She's... 
more like a serpentine stream when the only Wind is a hott breath. | 
PUPPET MASTER: Ah the poetry of an ald man's longing! 

HOJAs She's a a a aa writhing-~ (KARIGOZ, a large shadow puppet, 

pops up on the screen. [overhead projecter may be employed] ) 

KARIGOZ: (writhing and shaking) I'll stop her writhing by having her 
writhe for good reason. 

PUPPET MASTER: (while making his way to the back of puppet. theater) 
Now now, 

HOJAs A woman is more a poem than a cow=-=my wife excepted. 


KARIGOZs And I'ma bull! Not a fool of a hoja, 
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HOJAs You'll be ripped into a hundred pieces if you dare defy the 
hoja again! | 

KARIGOZ: Rich! A hundred pieces! Yes! For I'll screw a hundred 
women this very day. 

HOJA: Why is it that men brag most about what they can least do? 
KARIGOZ: And why it that a man never directs his wise questions to 
himself? It's always the world needs reforming. 

HOJAs That's enough sauce! Now I'll mince! Bring up the rest of your 
puppets too! Indeed all of them in the universe! I fear none of you. 
(He is advancing on the theater.) ARAB PUPPET rises.) 

ARAB: Please do not hurt any of us brave hoja. For we have no choice 
but to go on with our shadow show. 

HOJA: (pausing to muse an instant) As must men of course. God gives 
us the light to dance in and he knows the dance. Aye surely he does. 
ARAB: And you, as a god=like man, know something of the old dance 
yourself. 

KARIGOZ: An: old man’s hands are his feet. 

ARAB: Thus all his travels are over intimate geography. He goes- 
KARIGOZ: Close but never close enough. 

. ARAB: . - Far— 

KARIGOZ: But never deep since= 

HOJA: Vile back=biting scouidrels! 


KARIGOZ: he can't get it up! (They laugh and dance.) 
HOJA: I won't warn you again, you two! Black=eyed scaliwag and 


pea—brained cuckold! 

ARAB: Cuckold? Cuckold? I...don't understand. I watch her night 
and day. I never sleep. 

| KARIGOZ: Only when walking. 

ARAB: I trust her with only one man. I—. 

KARIGOZ: Pay no attention to the hoja , my good friend. And you, 


Ford-2=3 


Hoja, do not blame us for the sins of others, for we have not 
movement and speech. 

HOJA: I've heard those excuses all of my life. There is always 
someone to blame for our transgressions. 

ARAB: Cuckold? I don't completely understand. I-= 

KARIGOZ: (speeding, loud) Well well well, here you are my dear dear 
friend and you've brought your beautiful, uh, ripening wife.- 

ARAB: Oh. Uh, yese I see. Yes. It is the show. Yes. 

KARIGOZ: (aside).. Dense as my ¢ock:is long! 

ARAB: Yes, Karigoz. My one and only trustworthy friend. I, uh, 

am going to Bursa. (gestures to have wife enter) I want you to watch 
my wife for me. (WIFE enters, voluptuous. ) 

KARIGOZ: My pleasure. 

ARAB: Good! 

KORIGOZ: Initially. 

ARAB: Oh she'll wear on you== 

KARIGOZ: Other way around: 

ABAB: with her silly girlish ways. Anyway, she's too idiotic and 
innocent to trust while I'm away. (She gyrates while they talk.) 
KARIGOZ: So you bring her to me? 

ARAB: Oh I have heard the prodigious Pins of your prodigousness! 
But I know men. | 

KARIGOZ: And I know women. 

ARAB: I pride myself in that. 

KARIGOZ: I have a thing I'm proud of too. 

ARAB: And I know my old friend will handle this problem for me. 
KARIGOZ: Welllll, I'm really getting more than I can handle right now 
if you catch my meaning. 

ARAB: Always give a job to a busy man. 
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KARIGOZ: (pushing him) Godspeed! 

ARAB: Wait! I've not given you your instructions yet. 

KARIGOZ: Leave it to me. I know what to do (pushing) and the faster 
the better. 

ARAB: Please! Just a moment more! (to WIPE as he moves in imitation) 
And stop this whorey whirling! 

KARIGOZ: I'll put an end to it. Don't worry about that. 

ARAB: I don't but I do worry about her lessons. I had to discharge 
her tutor. Like most educated men he couldn't find his ass with 

both hands but he had no trouble locating hers. 

KARIGOZ: I will undertake her education of course! 

ARAB: Splended. 

KARIGOZ: Give her something hard every day. 

ARAB: And long. 

KARIGOZ: Without question. 

ARAB: Ah Karigoz my friend! How the crowd berates you. 

KARIGOZ: fhe roosters hate the biggest cock. 


ARAB: If they only knew the things you're willing to do for friendship. 
KARIGOZ: I'll gtweiher everything I got. 

WIFE: Go my husband! I'm burning for my education to start! 

ARAB: Don't rush a great man. 

KARIGOZ: Yes! Rush off! Before something else rushes past ifs apex! 
ARAB: Very well ehieyis Be good my wife. 

WIFE: When you come back ask Karigoz how good I was. 

KARIGOZ: Indeed old friend! Ask her how good it was. 

“ ARAB: I'm off then! 

WIFE: Lucky you. 

KARIGOZ: May your horse gpged you there and go lame eaming back}...:.. 
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ARAB: I'm off then. (exits) 

KARIGOZ: Lucky you. 

WIFE: Thank God he’s gone! Finally! And now you can show me 
what all the village women gossip about. 

KARIGOZ: Just show? 

WIFE: My kind of woman likes to possess all that she sees. 
KARIGOZ: (penis springing out) Then own the world! 

WIFE: (shrieking) It is the eighth wonder !of—the-wertd+ 

(She leaps on him but exits when voices are heard.) 

WOMAN 1 (off): What is it? 

WOMAN/ :It can only be the prodigious Karigoz my daughters. And 
stretched out by the sound of it! Stretched out! 

(They enter and repeatedly try to grab KARIGOZ. The action becomes 
quite blurred as HOJA and the Merchant talk) 

MERCHANT: (entering) Hoja! You here? At this filth? Shocking! 
HOJA: Ah Mr. Bread and Salt! Flee if you have one jot: of your 
famed and very profound cheapness! They'll soon pass the hat. 

Or will you remove mpre than you put in? 

MERCHANT: I'11 remove hat and all. 

WOMEN exit.as KARIGOZ enters. 

KARIGOZ: Good as I am I can only handle one at a time. Brother! 
All this running has exhausted me. I think I'll lie dow by 
this stream. Ooooof. (penis vertical) That north wind is cool 
tonight. 

MERCHANT: Disgusting! 

KARIGOZ: To each his own. 

WIFE: (off) Karigoz? KarigoZ? Oh I shall explode if I have to 


wait any longer. 
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e KARIGOZ: (jeaping up) Come get your fuse, Turkish female dynamite! 

WOMAN 1: That's him by the water somewhere. 
KARIGOZ: I will become a strongly propped bridge! (ieyarchee: 
his back and the three women fun up it.) 
WIFE: I wonder what got into him. 
WOMEN: And we wonder what got into you! 
WIFE: Nothing. 
WOMAN 1: That's a meytery. 
WOMAN 2: And a large one to be sure. 
womans” But let's come to an understanding, Ladies. Since we are not 
men then we needn't fight. I say let us snatch Karigoz and force 
him to do our will. 
KARIGOZ: Well if they snatch me then I'll cock them. That's not 

i clever I know but with a pecker like mine who needs to be smart? 
Qoooocec000. All that jumping around. If you'd get off me 
I'd flip over and bang ‘you all in a row. 
WIFE: Shhh. I think I heard his voice. 
WOMAN 1: And making a most interesting proposal. 
A VOICE (off): Make way for the camel caravan from Istambul. 
KARIGOZ: Allah preserve me and my wang! 
Women exit and camels lurch over Karigoz's back. 
Curtain though KARIGOZ continues to groan. 
MERCHANT: The others at the mosque will want to know that the hoja 
watches gamey shows. 
HOJA: You misunderstand, Bread and Salt. I'm here to safeguard the 

e public's morals. 
PUPPET MASTER: (He's paging the hat.) What better choice! 


A few ooins gentlemen. Even filth must be financed, you—know. 
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a HOJA: It no longer will be performed! I can assure youthat 
my my my my-~ 
MERCHANT: Purveyor of lowest excrement. (grabs hat with money) 
HOJA: That's a product stays pure no matter who or what it touches, 
right Mr. Businessman? 

MERCHANT: This cur owes me on rugs purchased over three years ago. 
PUPPET MASTER: But only half so much! | 
MERCHANT: The rest I'll take=—-the hat too— for interest and 
inconvénience! 

PUPPET MASTER: (seizing hat. They tug.) I will take it and give 
exactly what I owe, no more no less. 

MERCHANT: Let go of that hat or I will kill you on the very spot 
you stand! 

e HOJA: (forcing the PUPPET MASTER'S hand loose and then leaping betweem 
the men) You are right and just and completely correct in your utmostly 
fair actions, Mr Bread and Salt. 

PUPPET MASTER: No! 

HOJA: But yes! I declare yes! From the standpoint of the, uh, 
justice-- 

PUPPET MASTER: It is not justice! 

HOJA : Sometimes anything that gives Ypupife is justice, never mind 
all the talk of law and philosophy. 

MERCHANT: And I'm losing money standing here listening to such 
asshole talk! (exits) 

HOJA: Believe me, you don't interpret his remarks. The man without 

e wit is a ferocious danger to the community, for he is a man of his 
word. 

PUPPET MASTER: I don’t understand. 


e HOJA: Excellent! For now that you are both penniless and Stupid sai 
you have a fresh ee ge ae sie arrogance. The audience exists 
for your dirty tripe; they'll soon feed you-coins again. 

PUPPET MASTER: Hoja! Karigoz is a part of Turkish life, a tradition. 
HOJA: Not my Turkish life he isn't! , 

PUPPET MASTER: Your Turkish life, Hoja, is especially famous——among 
the scholars sai among the ladies. 

HOJA: Please! I'm a madest man! Humble really. 

Large HOJA PUPPET pops up in front of curtail. 

HOJA P.: The Karigoz of the Koran! 

HOJA: Sacrilege! 

WIDOW PUPPET enters, leans against HOJA PUPPET. 

WIDOW P.: Oh Hoja, I need your strength to sustain me. my husband 


has been dead these three months and I miss him. Twice a day. 
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HOJA Pe: ‘twite? Oh my! 
wroowd? :But when I'm with you I feel close to a remedy. 


HOJAs Time heals. though I'm not one to wait for the entire process. 
WIDOW P: Perhps it won't be long then. A mercy. Ohhhhh Hoja! 
WIFE PUPPET: (off) Nasettrinnnnnnnnn. | 
WIDOW P: Hojaaaaaaaaaaaa. 
WIFE P: Nasettrinnnnnnnnn. | 
WIDOW P: Oh Nasettrin! She sounds so weak poor dear. 
Now WIFE P. and WIDOW P. say it together: 
WIFE P: Nasettrin / WIDOW P. : Nasettrin. 

@ “HOJA: All you damn women with your abnormal wants! 
HOJA Ps: She's but a breath away from that = world. 


WIDOW P: What's it like there? 
HOJA Ps I don't know but twill soon be full of complaints. 


| 
i 
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“ 
¢ WIFE P.: baat ck ul Please come for I am about to enter Paradise, 


you fuckin shit-faced worm! 

HOJA: She spoke worse than that. Worse. 

WIDOW P: How sad. You'll be so lonely when she uh eventually departs. 
HOJA: My ears shrunk in the blessed silence. 

WIDOW P.: And I...am so lorely now. 

HOJA P: Of course. One needs-— 

WIDOW P: A man to light the fire. 

HOJA P: Does it...go out? 

WIDOW Ps: It smoulders, Hoja, smoulders. 

HOI: Er, how long do you think it can safely smoulder without 
going: out? 

WIFE P: I'm gang out, I'm going out. 

WIDOW P: Not very long. Tiere''s a yourg Kazak around with his torch 
at the ready. | 

HOJA: This is the very moment where I went wrong! Allah! 

For in thellove battle with the -young., Kazak I won. She has proved 
to be much too much for me—-and in every way. 

HOJA P: God does everything in his own time. 

WIFE P: Iftm>gone, Nagettejn, gone! 

HOJA P: Promises! 

WIFE PUPPET enters on a litter carried by two angels. 

HOJA and HOJA P: Thanks be to God! 

WIFE P: You there in back! Must you be so rought: I'm not 

an oak plank you know! 

HOJA: See! She frets the very angels! 

WIFE P: I've gotten a terrible headache from this whole ordeal! 


was 
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i HOHA P: Aye! She always managed to get a headache. 
HOJAs And now it has become immortal. A miracle! 
WIDOW P: TI never had one. For any reason. 
HOJA P: Ohhhh? . 
WIPE P: And K pa in fionet Don't eaniacl and atop dua iinet 
Zs this what you get for angels nowadays? Even in my last moments— 
after my last moments—-I'm tortured by men. 
HOJA: Angels are without sex you yapping idiot! 
WIFE P: Huh! They'll probably throw me under some celestial bush 
and bang away at dirty business. There's a woman's life for you: 
screwed to infinity. . 
HOJA: In the women’s world is there talk of nothing but screwing? 
WIFE Ps Oh take me to the world where there is no comfort, no light 
e or warmth, no solace from food or drink! No friendship! 
HOJA: Quick you rear angéi! Close the door! She wants to Sack 
into our house! | 
WIDOW P: Get well rested in your maurning period, Hoja. For then 
I'll expect you to produce! . | | 
HOJA P: I'd better see the apocothery 
WIFE Ps: Get a move on, can't you? My mouth is set for a little tea 
and pastry. | 
HOJA : About a dozen. 
WIFE P: You will pay, Nasettrin Hoja, for your treatment of me. 
HOJA: I have! For you have come back as my present mother~in—law! 
PUPPET hiya and ANGELS exit. 
a WIFE Pry That pig will be snouting that whorey widow before my 
bones are cold. 


HOJA: Oh how you wrong me! 
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Ps : 
e HOJAf It was a little bit longer than that. ( HOJA PUPPET 


flies into a shaking, foolish dance as WIDOW PUPPET reclines.) 
HOJA P: Well my little dove, how does it feel to be married two 
months? Hmmmmm? (tickling) Hmmmmmm? 

WIDOW P: Much better now, Nagettrén, for I've just this past hour 
given birth to this little baby boy. 

ry ee around again but in a very agitated state, 

HOJA P: After only two months? Two months! Allah! 

WIDOW P: We should not question the ways of God. 

HOJAs Of course not! Those of men, however, can be inquired into 
from time to time. Or a man. (exits, but is back almost immediately 
with paper and pencis. ) 

WIDOW P: Nasettpin! A baby has no use for such things. 

HOJA P: Nonsaese! This is a quick and obviously brilliant child! 
Why after only two months he was born! He'll be writing his own 
name inside of a week and quoting from the Koran before the month 


is out! 


CHOJA seizes puppet theater and shakes it.) 


HOJA: Blasphemy! Blasphemy! 


( woe PUPPET enters in white robe, pushes off HOJA PUPPET, 


WIDOW PUPPET. ). A 


WIFE P: Shut up you eccleastical idiot! Must you forever shame 
yourself in public? 


HOJAs Shame myself? Shame myself? And in public is it? Well in 
pubLic was the only place I could ever find you as you flitted from 


house to house on y pur malicious missions. Men. have war and women 


e have gossip. 
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WIFE P: You stain my memory you cruel, lecherous man. After two 
@lRths a baby was born, hey? And what were you up to in those 
months I lay expiring? With that shimmying harlot? Hey? 
While God was taking me into his hands. 
HOJA: Something parallel. 
WIFE P: Never mind your literary horseshit! I never saw a scholar's 
robe didn't have a hardon under it. 
HOJA:. I deny the accusation. Here and now! 
WIFE P:/ wie ey very spirit expired he-—— 
HOJA: Your spirit my ass! Your jaw lacked and you couldn't gossip, 
and that's what killed you! Nothing else. 
WIFE P: The old donkey jumps 6n anything! 
HOJA PUPPET: (entering) There is indeed no fool like an old fool— 
and that, most assuredly, is what I am now—but let me spin you 
a tale of my youth. 
WIFE P: (exiting) Garrulous imbéciles! 
HOJA: Be still you idiot Hoja! You have given away too much already! 
HOJA Ps God knows you, Hoja. 
HOJA: Well that can't be helped. But does the whole world have to? 
HBJA P: One day I was singing in the bath and was struck with 
the beauty of my own voice. 
HOJA: Ass! You indict yourself with every breath. . 
HOJA Ps: It was so beautiful that I thought the whole yaliage 
should hear, so I threw on my robe and ran to the and up 
to the minaret. There I sang out: (emprovises melody} 

Oh an old man's love 

Thu aes as Pe 


It dowsn't lack heart. 
For it's better than nothing at all. 


HOJA: (throwing rocks) Yau'll sing no more you sniping dummy! 
(HOJA P. dticks. ) 


cnlh 


e 
HOJA P: Sonn the watchman cam/along shouting: 
KAZAK: (off) What's all that shrieking and cackling up there? 


All the village madmen have turned out for whrship so it must be 

a fellow madman calling them. 

HOJA P: Well Mr Watchman, it might sound like shrieking and 

cackling to you but if the good people of Akshehir had the sense 

to bhild a bath up here they would hear the most beautiful voice 

in the kingdom! | 

( kazax APPEARS, his head and shoulders taking up the whole puppet 

playing space; HOJA PUPPET pushed off. 

KAZAK: Another Hoja story proving the Turk a fool. But an old fool 

should be deferred to. Thus I gave up the widow to him. 

HOJA: Gave? You gave me nothing. I took. Honey can beat muscles 

amytime. And if it didn't I was prepared to use force. You were 
e well aware of that...military fact! | 

KAZAK: I was? | 

HOJA: Don't dabe/eon? it or I will throttle you again. 

KAZAK: Again? I don't remember the first. You must refresh me. 


HOJA: (aasing away) Another time. I'm off to the magistrate's 
for the order to close this vile show, and then— 
Ceazax speeds from behind the theater to get HOJA'S arm, twist it 
behing.) | 
KAZAK: And then to prayers of course. Let's see now, did you 
throttle me thus? (twisting and shaking HOJA) 
( BELLY DANCER rushes in, daces insinuatingly in front of KAZAK 
until he releases HOJA and pursues her. She won't let him touch. 
l Ys She rushes back to HOJA, dances a bit while he reaches, falls 
backwards into his hands. ) 
KAZAK: Am I to kill this damn Hoja to show my love for you? 
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© HOJA: (extracting himself) Not at all. As a married man, 
the female flesh which lands in my grasp must be treated 
as an abstraction, ary. idea, a kind of uh uh ub uh music of the 
spheres. To be (He's evading KAZAK.) uh studied. Scientifically. 


The uh weight and roundess, tactile -ile -ilecile symmetry or 
(looking at his cupped hands) even lack of same. oo 
KAZAK: Of her ass you damn lecher! 
HOJA: ‘The same to me as eggplants I assure you. (She dances 
between them and they both watch for a moment. ) Delightful, 
jiggling eggplants, making the world move in their motions. 
(Swaying right into the KAZAK'S grip on his throat, HOJA goes to_ 
his knees.) : 

e KAZAK: Your world stops now! 

-_ (COUNSELOR and two SOLDIERS enter. He grabs girl; SOLDIERS seize 
KAZAK and HOJA.) Another time then, Hoja! 


HOJA: I doubt it. The emperor has spared my life once; there is 
not a second time. . 
COUNSELOR: You'll lay in that famous tomb of yours quite soon if 
you're allied with spies and traitors. 

HOJA: No problem then, for I don't serve the emperor as do you. 
COUNSELOR: That mouth of yours will doom you. 

HOJA: Oh I don't know. What escapes through a man's mouth is . 
often himself. 

COUNSELOR: Drivel! 

HOJA: To like salt y_ou have to know its taste. 

a COUNSELOR : (Pushing off girl) Whores and traitors should have 

no words. 


HOJA: (as SOLDIER gives mighty shove) To advise a madman is to 
request a short life. 
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COUNSELOR: Full of proverbs! 
SOLDIER 1: Is full of shit! Let's go! (They exit.) 
HOJA: (off) Ooooo0ce, ooooffff, ahhh. (with sounds of beating) 


2 
-SOLDIER+ You can't hurt a bag of shit. Why's it make such noises? 
(laughter ) 
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Scene 2 


TAMERLANE 'S court. HE sits on his throne, brooding, bored. COUNSELOR 
and SOLDIERS enter with HOJA, KAZAK, GIRL. They are flung down at his 
feet. He = indifferent. oot! 

TAMERLANE: Without war my guts Foe out: I can hear them, and I don't care. 
The longer I wait the greater the bloodbath must be. (Noticing them) 
What I'll get here, the blood of a few men, just maddens me further. 
Indeed, boredom is preferable. What is this loathsome circus, Counselor? 
(gestures for them to rise) 

COUNSELOR: Excellency—~ 

TAMERLANE: Why what is this? My Kazak! 

KAZAK: Forever! 

TAMERLANE: The flower of this ragtag army and and and mixed up with some 
trivial hootchi-coochie dancer and an old fool! 

COUNSELOR: We believe the girl to be a spy. 

TAMERLANE: What else could a whore be? 

HOJA: Several things really. 

SOLDIER 1: He would know. 

TAMERLANE: What's that? 

siniea A thousand pardons, your Excellency. 

end Speak up then! Your soldier's words weigh more than those of 
a thousand counselors. 

SOLDIER 1: This old fox of a Hoja was fondling her in the marketplace. 
_HOJA: Fondling? I don't fondle anybody. I'm a married man. 

SOLDIER 2: (while cuffing HOJA) And the Kazak took offense. 


TAMERLANE: So the old monkey gets the apple. 


COUNSELOR: Again, Excellency. 

TAMERLANE: Yea yea, I do recall now, the corrupting vapors of boredom lifting 
from my pissy brain. Yes! This Hoja won a lusty widow away from our Kazak. 
Now he's grabbing this slut too! 

GIRL attacks him but is dragged a away by soldiers and thrown down. KAZAK 
comforts her. 

TAMERLANE: She's lusty too hey? But that's not the act win her. Ask the 
Hoja how he launches his campaigns, hey? With a Sook like Karigoz's under that 
religious robe. Isn't that right, Hoja? 

HOJA: I would not dare correct my commander. 

TAMERLANE: Though, laughing aside, I do have the duty, do I not Counselor? 
COUNSELOR: Most assuredly, Excellency. 

TAMERLANE: To safeguard the morals of the village. 

COUNSELOR: Indeed. 

TAMERLANE: Agreeing with yourself or me? No matter. And therefore we must 


get rid of the cock or of the man. 


-HOJA: The latter would be both. The former would be both. And thus both 


are cruel and unusual punishments, quite out of keeping with the alleged 
offense, Excellency. 

TAMERLANE: There are witnesses, devious Hoja! 

HOJA: Your Excellency I beg of you! It is true that the girl tripped into 
me and that some of her flesh uh fell inte dap hands. 

COUNSELOR: Excellency! With your permission, whipping refines the truth. 
TAMERLANE: What good is the truth when one is miserable? Let me chew on 

the Hoja's truth for a moment. When I spit it out the Hoja can lie among the 
saints. 

HOJA: I am not worthy. 


TAMERLANE: We'll see. 


HOJA: I need more time among sinners. 
COUNSELOR: Your element. 
TAMERLANE: Enough! For only I can say! 
COUNSELOR: / Excellency! 
together 
HOJA: / Before God. 
TAMERLANE: Yes...well back to this flesh falling into the Hoja's waiting 
hands. Which part exactly? 
HOJA: <A buttock, mighty one. 
TAMERLANE: A what? 
HOJA: Would you want me to say half of her ass in such company ? 
TAMERLANE: Not if you coi say her whole ass, hey? (laughs) 
HOJA: I can say nothing, not really. Nothing. | | 
COUNSELOR: What do you mean? What nonsense? 
my old eyes. 
HOJA: It is my eyes, great Emperor , / I cannot truly say that this is the girl . 
COUNSELOR: Well I can asure your Excellency that it is. 
HOJA: But not me. Not without experimentation of the same, uh, variety. 
COUNSELOR: You dare suggest such filth before the Emperor. 
HOJA: Is it his turn? 
TAMERLENE: (laughs) It is rather your turn, ridiculous Hoja! What show 
will you give to turn me from my show of executing you? 
HOJA: The girl must dance and fall into me in the same way that she or 
some other girl— 
TAMERLANE: Dance whore! (SOLDIERS prod her; she dances more insinuatingly 


thand she did in the marketplace.) 


HOJA: Yes. Ah. Just so. That's it as as as far as my old eyes can see. 
(reaching out and practically seizing her.) Hmmmmm. That's curious. 
(She extracts herself, stomps away.) 


TAMRRLANE: What is curious, grasping Hoja? 


HOJA: Tis almost the same feeling, but-- 
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CONSELOR: A connoisseur of ass-grabbing no doubt! 

HOJA: Subtle difference, subtle, subtle difference. 

TAMERLANE:. Here is evidently a man discovering his own art. 

HOJA: (preoccupied) Yes. Thank you. Gentlemen. Ah! I have it. The 
..-wrong side was presented to me. If I could just... | 
COUNSELOR: Excellency! 

TAMERLANE: Quite so. Even your unboundened lust proves tedious, Hoja. 
HOJA: Not to me. 

TAMERLANE: Take those two and put them into cages like the animals they are. 
KAZAK: (rushing) I have given you everything. You'll take no more. 
(Soldiers drag oe follows.) 


Ce heuttty 
TAMERTANE = roe ca 


t give your emperor enough! Your very life is too little! 
HOJA: (dancing) Thmone must give more and more life before you take it. 
TAMERLANE: I'11 decide that. (HOJA slows down and stops; TAMERLANE muses, 
then laughs quietly for a few seconds.) 

So,Hoja,you would have her turn the other cheek, hey? 

HOJA: For science great one. 

TAMERLANE: The words of the infidel Jesus if I'm not mistaken. You seemed 


surprised that old blood hands knows a thing or two, Hoja. 


HOJA: Only that you said the infidel Jesus for surely Tamerlane is enough | 


of a scholar to know that Jesus is a prophet of our Muslim religion. 

TAMERLANE: I appreciate your catching me up on the fine points Hoja-— in 

the time you have left. 

(COUNSELOR will exit during HOJA'S next speech, reappear at a removed spot 
where cages containing KAZAK and GIRL are pushed on by SOLDIERS at COUNSELOR'S 
gesture. As SOLDIERS exit COUNSELOR will fumble under his robe for a key 

and quickly unlock cages.) 

HOJA: Then why not focus on the fine points, gracious and merciful, superlative 


and etcetera one? On the little bits of my little bit of life remaining? 
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HOJA: (cont) For very many small things can make a small thing larger and 
by this very process life can be protracted and thus I can verily live a lifetime 
in the space in which you big men fume at me. And there's absolutely nothing 
you can do about it. 
TAMERLANE: I can think of one. 
HOJA: Great one! Give me just one second. One second of life. And let us 
split that second in half and that half in half and keep splitting small 
into smaller. 
TAMERLANE: And you'll eventually come to a time where there's no time left. 
HOJA: Never! The process goes on forever. Allah himself divides this way. 
‘And doubles. 
TAMERLANE : Givdme neither science or theology, great fool, for my word 
stops all. 

(entering) 
COUNSELOR: /You spared his life once before. 
HOJA: Tattletale! 
COUNSELOR: My duty. 
TAMERLANE: My thanks Counselor for such a conspicuous reminder of my 
ineptitude. You shall have your reward soon. (muses as HOJA takes a 
swing at COUNSELOR) Methinks, whether from drink or boredom, I remember 
very little of anything. It strengthens my will,for everything is new 
and can be dealt with here and now. Murdered or permitted to endure. 
HOJA: It is true, Excellency, that you ee life then. But that 
was my life then and this is my life now and therefore 
TAMERLANE: Therefore put down no more smokescreens! 
HOJA: If you kill me you can but injure yourself for I am the wisest man 
in the kingdom. Why strategic use of me can deliver the whole world to you. 
TAMERLANE: It can? Then shall I have this declining counselor examine you? 


Do I have the patience for two fools? 
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HOJA: Why not? I do. 

old 
TAMERLANE: Examine this holy fool and arrogant/rooster . He claims to be 
the wisest in the kingdom. Wiliest I do believe but not wisest. Amuse 
me legged men. It has been forever the task of such as you to lick around 
at power, jesters with shaking hearts! 
COUNSELOR: Excellency, in which field do you wish him examined? 
TAMERLANE: He has but one: nonsense. Therefore ask him anything at all. 
HoJA: All's one to me. 
COUNSELOR: Any field then? 
TAMERLANE : Do you delay too to save your head? 
COUNSLELOR: My life has always been at your disposal. 
TAMERLANE: Don't flatter yourself. It hasn't been worth my taking. 
Get on with it! 
COUNSELOR: Let us start then with geography. Hoja! 
HOJA: I'm still here. 
COUNSELOR: I have just returned from the hottest province of Arabia 
where men and women walk about naked. Do yorfinow the name of this province? 
HOJA: No, because you are demonstrably lying! Walk around naked indeed! 
Why how could they tell the men from the women without clothes? 
TAMERLANE: That reply is so stupid it may well be profound. 
COUNSELOR: Let...us move to another area. 
HOJA: I'Jl go first,then you two can follow. (starts to exit but TAMERLANE'S 
glare stops him.) 
COUNSELOR: Does a man's strength increase or diminish with age? 
HOJA: It stays the same. 
TAMERLANE: Transparent silliness for even I am not the man I was. 


HOJA: With all respect Excellency, there is a large stone in my courtyard 


of about one hundred kilos. When I was a youth I could not lift that stone 
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HOJA: (cont) and now as a man well past his middle point of life, I still cannot. 
TAMERLANE: Another of the same replies. Thirkof a question to tax the 
powers of this idiot or join him in the block! 

COUNSELOR: H-H-H-H Hoja-—— 

HOJA: A man afraid has a runaway voice. Mine you'll notice is firm for 
God cups me in his hands and I fear neither life nor death. And even great 
emperors fear a man unafriad to die. 

TAMERLANE: Your own logic will cost gu your head. 

HOJA: (aside) Always the same theme. And he calls me tedious. 

COUNSELOR: Can a man predict the future? 

HOJA: I've met one. 

TAMERLANE: Let me know so that I can discover when the whole world will 

be mine. 

HOJA: Excellency, in the rush of things that particular day I never got 
his name. I saw him only briefly. 

TAMERLANE: As you will me. 

HOJA: I was sitting on a limb, sawing it next to the trunk. Stop! commanded 
this stranger for if you keep up this sawing you'll come down with the limb 
and have a great many bruises to show for your efforts. I scoffed and 

kept at my work when lo and behold I straightaway came down in a woosh 

of leaf and wood and verily into the stony soil itself. I wrenched myself 
up and hobbled after that stranger as fast as I possibly could. 

COUNSELOR: Whatever for? 

HOJA: I wanted to ask him when I would die. 

TAMERLANE : Nagettejn Hoja! You have sawn nearly the whole distance 
through your limb of life! 

HOJA: God knows of distances, yours, mine, the very aes 


TAMERLANE: I know what I know and it's enough... But aSoneoansel ae: 


TAMERLANE: (cont) This trivia will perhaps make the blood taste more 
sharply. And perhaps the Hoja can invent an answer that doesn't indict 
us all as fools. Is he the biggest or you? The biggest fool is always 
ripe to relinquish the title. Or to give adice, right Counselor? 
COUNSELOR: Advice! Yes! Should a man take advie, Hoja? 

TAMERLANE: Not from either of you two asses. 

HOJA: Advice is free and cost nothing to give. Thus the miser is free 
with it. Words he'll spend! 

TAMERLANE: And is that your last word on the subject? 

HOJA: On the subject of advice, or the subject of life? 

TAMERLANE: Both. 

HOJA: But surely you want to hear the story to illustrate my point. 
TAMERLANE: Stories are endless but life itself must end. 

HOJA: Then let's all of us keep alive with stories! (rushing) My fathe 
Magnificience, was similar to you in that he would use any means to get 
what he wanted. However he found the young me as stubborn and unyielding 
my donkey is today. In short, I would not capitulate, ever! I loved my 
father but our personalities made a struggle inevitable. 

TAMERLANE: Story, Hoja, not explanations. 

HOJA: I know, the executioner keenly awaits. Let him cut off his foot 
for practice. 

COUNSELOR: Why stop there? 

HOJA: I won't. You see, my father acquired the habit of telling me the 
opposite of what he wanted me to do, knowing that I would oppose him on 
everything, thus actually doing what he wanted. "Don't move all of these 
rocks out 6f the garden, Nagettejn. Don't touch even one!" And I would, 
of course, move them all. 


TAMERLANE: EAch resembled your head. 
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HOJA: If the emperor could lend me two donkeys to illustrate my tale. 
TAMERLANE: Soldiers! 

(The SOLDIERS have been asleep by the cages. As they rush on, the KAZAK 
and GIRL open their cages and sneak off.) 

HOJA: Good! Get down both of you and be donkeys. 

SOLDIERS: Grumbling. 

HOJA: And you, Counselor, in deference to yow proximity to the grave, 

you be my father . We were leading, my father and I, our donkeys to 
market, laden with fruits and vegetables, and got ourselves inte a 

deep and swift-running stream. Their legs were being ripped out from 
under them by the current. Something had to be done fast! "Nagettejnt" 
the old man roared, "Push down on your donkey! Push down on your donkey!" 
I (pushing the SOLDIER down) did with a vengeance, believe me! 

The beast drowned, of course, and was swept away with the food on its back. 
When I arrived at the further bank, the old man was in a fit. 

(Prodding the COUNSELOR so that he reacts angrily) "Didn't you hear 

woe I told you? " he raged, the very droplets of water boiling and 
popping on his skin! 

I most certainly did, and the first time I ever followed your advice 

just look what tragedy ensues! I shall never listen to you again! 
TAMERLANE: (laughing) Enough and more than enough! These are but 

the Hoja stories one hears in the marketplace. You are famous in Turkey. 
$I will verily be destroying a legend. But not , of course, as famous 

as your donkey. 

HOJA: That was my old donkey, Excellency, and though he was famous for his 
stubborn malice he was more famous for my scientific experiments with him. 


for every day I fed him half as much. Then one day he died. 
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COUNSELOR: Was that not somewhat predictable? 
HOJA: (ignoring him) Just when I had gotten him to live on practically 
nothing. 
TAMERLANE: Counselor! You have just given him opportunities to run 
through his foolishness. If he pulls our leg much further it will stretch 
to Persia. I still wish to see if he can be of benefit to my kingdom. 
If he if of too much benefit or too little then , of course, his -- 
HOJA: Head will roll-—-let me save your excellency breath. 
TAMERLANE: Can you not examine him on a more-—oh what do you scholars 
say when you wish to mystify?--on a more abstract level? 
COUNSELOR: Immediately Magnificience! Bring in the large tablet! 
SOLDIERS 1 and 2: Bring in the large tablet! (They look at each other and 
Hoja cuffs them both. They exit, return with newsprint-size pad. Soldier 
2 holds it while the counselor draws a large circle. HOJA persuses, then 
draws a line across, nods at COUNSELOR who nods, ieee a vertical line, 
thus splitting the circle into fourths. COUNSELOR nods gravely, indicates 
iene is to be carried away. 
TAMERLANE: We evidently hit the heights or the depths with that one. 
What would we do without educated men «4a.ee~eenfase~1rs? 

plants growing 
(Now with palms up, COUNSELOR pantomimes / ; with palms down , HOJA 
pantomimes rain. Counselor goes to all fours and points to his stomach, 
simulates birth; HOJA nods,and flaps his arms, then hands COUNSELOR an 
egg from his pocket. COUNSELOR immediately embraces HOJA.) 
TAMERLANE: That you love him says little about intelligence any which way. 
COUNSELOR: The man is divinely touched, a genius! 
-TAMERLANE: Touched all right. 


HOJA: Gentlemen! Please! You make it difficult to maintain natural modesty 


2-26 


TAMERLANE: Soldier! 

SOLDIER 1: Excellency! 

TAMERLANE: Take this loon out of earshot. (SOLDIER 1 escorts HOJA off.) 
Now, Counselor most wise, explicate this veretable horseshit I just witnessed. 
COUNSELOR: With pleasure, Excellency! First I drew a depiction of the world 
To see if the Hoja agreed that the prevailing Greek and Hebrew opinion is 
correct, namely that the world is round, for many Muslim philosophers 
disagree. 

TAMERLANE: I for one, for I say it is shaped like the royal pecker. 
COUNSELOR: Then the Hoja drew the equator to signal his assent. 

TAMERLANE: Of course. 

COUNSELOR: He then split the world into fourths to indicate that it is 
three-fourths water, 7 fourth land . 

TAMERLANE : He did? 


COUNSELOR: Most assuredly! At this point by. this gesture (palms up) 


I asked how plants started growing on this planet. 

TAMERLANE: And he showed you thusly. (palms down) 

COUNSELOR: Exactly! By rain and the rays of the sun! 

TAMERLANE: Whereupon you got a stomach ache. 

COUNSELOR: Showing how man is born, and sntadi'sy your Magnificience. 
TAMERLANE: No difference. 

COUNSELOR: When he gave me the egg—- 

TAMERLANE: The booby prize no doubt. 

COUNSELOR: He was reminding me not to forget that birds are hatched from eggs! 
TAMERLANE: You must think my brain is lame, not my leg. Bring back the Hoja 
I'll get to the bottom of this if bottom there be. 

(HOJA enters with SOLDIER, pats COUNSELOR on back tenderly, embraces hin, 


pats him again, embrces him, etc.) 
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TAMERLANE: Stop! You two imbeciles! (SOLDIER leaps between.) 

HOJA: A thousand pardons, Magnificience! I just wanted to comfort this 
ravenous man. You should really look to the cooking around here. It's 
obviously as bad as at my house. 

TAMERLANE: What——? 

HOJA: I knew he was hungry when he drew that cake, so I split it in half, 
saying by this gesture that I'll eat half. Well then he made this face; 
whereupon I made that cake into fourths. I was saying by this that if he 
didn't act quickly I'd take three-fourths! And then ,of course ,he 
stopped me with great alacrity before I claimed the whole cake for my own! 
TAMERLANE: No worry. He'll get his portion from me. 

HOJA: Most generous! Anyway, (palms up) rice was on his mind then, 
boiling. So I said (palms down) might as well make a nice pilaf with 
raisins and pinenuts and salt and pepper! 

TAMERLANE: (laughing) Go on , go on! 

HOJA: There's no more to discover. He pinted to his belly to reinterate 
his terrible hunger and I told him Uiapping his arms) that I was as 
light as a bird myself. I even pulled out the egg my wife had given 

me for breakfast but}hich I had forgotten in the rush of being dragged 
here to be-— | 

COUNSELOR: Executed. 

HOJA: I wanted to give it to the poor man before he fainted from hunger. 
TAMERLANE: Your sympathy is early, Hoja fox! Seize him! (SOLDIERS 
start for HOJA, but TAMERLANE points then at COUNSELOR. They grab 
COUNSELOR; he Pen Take him away. Since it was a contest of fools 
I will at least choose the amusing one! 

COUNSELOR: It was coming to this I knew and long ago. 


TAMERLANE: How prophetic! 
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COUNSELOR: (being dragged off) Beware him Hoja! His infatuations are 
short. 
TAMERLANE : By the very nature of infatuation, hey Hoja? 
HOJA: As your Excellency says. (aside) For the time being. 
(Go to black; then lights come up on TAMERLANE striding near the unlocked 
cages. He plays with a door, so engrossed he doesn't realize there's. 
been an escape.) 
TAMERLANE: How my nerve ends want the rub of battle! Yet the fools soothed 
me more than a bit and I have cast the Counselor off. His blood is some 
small satisfaction. Let the children bowl with his head, with his learned 
head. Thus is the educated man good for something. But have cast off 
a known quantity for an unknown one. Oh well, hence Hoja will advise ae 
and I'll be none the worse. My fate, anyway, is in these soldier's hands, 
in these two hands, brusque, quick, hard! They will conquer, forget 
what fools advise. They will conquer! 

And yet...and yet. Could it be that someday they will not? And 
could it be that fools, the greatest fools, are wily underneath and 
even wise? If his insanity dares to undermine this royal presence well 
then I'll crack his balls to hear him sing. But I'll not kill hin, 
not just yet. For I have found that scaring men to the margin of their 
deaths will slake each thirst of mine save that for blood. They stay 
loyal to the last. I must have that taste though! I must have that taste! 
(opening and closing door) And soon! And soon! 
(TAMERLANE is electrified as he realize prisoners have escaped. ) 


(Go to black.) 


Scene 3 
HOJA'S house. A table with three chairs. A cupboard. 


HOJA: It's wonderful how almost losing your life makes you famished! 

And that~-brrrrr, now deceased philosopher——he could talk of nothing but 
food. (sniffing table) Ahhhh , roast lamb. Roast lamb was eaten at this 
not too: clean table. Then my dear wife and dearer motherinlaw obviously 
shot out of here, giving ee a swipe with a rag. 0 these flippant 
swipes of frantic womankind as they fire into gossip's latest storm! 

(goes to cupboard) But this left, this cannonball bread! Only thing in 
the house my mother in law couldn't chew. (Brings bread over to table, 
drops it, sits down, gnaws as best he can) | 

And he was executed, the counselor. Allah save us. And yet the brutal fact 
of his death gives way to the one of my rolling gut. Is it that I am too 
much animal? No. God would have me eat and he die, and neither to question . 
He is in the other world free of mad emperors and hunger and prating 
mother in laws and insatiable wives. And yet I don't want to be free 

of hunger for the more I gnaw this thing the more the juices flow 

and the hungrier I become. Ah but this hunger affirms my ving, affirms 
my life, affirms all-life, It is that I am ravenous for. I will devour 
life while I have it! When I have to go , well, there is my immense 
fortress of a tomb awaiting that day, and no Tamgr ine or his ilk will 
dishonor my bones. Why the door is a meter thick! Let that madman and 
his hordes hammer away! And the lock! Bigger than his swarming head! 
(muses) I could be dead now. And what is death but not eating? 

Thus I will feast before I am the feast! But that's not right, since 


neither man nor worms will enter my tomb, strongest in the entire world! 
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(off) 

WIFE: /It has been a day of surprises. 
(off) 

MOTHER IN LAW:/The longer I live the fewer I find. 
HOJA: No wonder I've been contradicting myself. I wanted to beat them to it. 
0 their maliciousness seeps through the very walls! 

(off) 
WIFE: /The nev about the butcher? Now that surprised you! 

certain 

MOTHER IN LAW: (off) Not really. He often whispers a/kind of comment 
before he rolls out the sheep's you know what. > 

(whisper) 
HOJA: /Please don't grab this before I finish. 

(off) 
MOTHERIN LAW:/ Such a quiet bastard, that buther. Still waters run deep. 
HOJA: Not in your case~—polluted down to the bottom. 
WIFE: And think of the butcher's little wife, lonely and neglected. 
MOTHER IN LAW: Except on Thursday when the Yogurt man comes round. 
(During the next fragmentary exchange, HOJA leans out the window to hear more; 
there is mumbling along with the following words.) 
WIFE: ...her certain condition. 
MOTHER IN LAW: ...great gain of weight. 
WIFE: ...and the doctor is baffled. 
MOTHER IN LAW: ...husband wants it removed. 
WIFE: ...to sell it to the great clinic in Istamboul? 
MOTHER IN LAW: .» playingall of them for fools (entering) The baby it is 
(quickly recovering ) 
that's in there's /Nagettein| 
XQ Ne 

WIFE: Why are you standing there? 
HOJA: Anxiously awaiting yowappearence . I knew that on your mission of” 
gossip that you two would eventually come to the only house in the village 
you missed. 
MOTHER IN LAW: Just innocent fun, Nasettrin. 


HOJA: To you a lot like eating I'm sure! Devouring people instead of every 


scrap of food in the house. 
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WIFE: Oh Nagettein! Must you put a bad light on everything? 

MOTHER IN LAW: (elbowing him) To the innocent all things are innocent. 
HOJA: Her? Innocent? Like the she-wolf in thqwoods, like the she-wolf 
running in the woods! 

WIFE: Why Nagettréa! I'm as innocent as you are. 

HOJA: That did it! (tries to hit her but MOTHER IN LAW Bets in between) 
(while trying to dislodge MOTHER IN LAW) Wise men are always disgraced 

in marriage. Socrates’ wife poured a shitpot on his head. 

WIFE: I'd never do that té you Nasettrin. 

MOTHER IN LAW.: 0 f course not. Folks'd think it was your brains oozing out. 
HOJA: Away with you! (fliging her aside) Sent from the grave to fret me! 
MOTHER IN LAW: Crazy asshole! ° 
HOJA: Ah I see you inherited one thing from your mother, her vocabulary. 
WIFE: Please don't hit. me, Nagettzén. I can't stand being hit anymore 
today. | 

MOTHER IN LAW: We visited her father today. 

HOJA: Your husband too if I'm not mistaken! Did he recognize you? Did he 
beg you not to return from your extended visit to the Hoja's house? Did he 
instruct you with the adage that guests and fish stink after three days? 
WIFE: Nasettrin! My mother! 

HOJA: No no I teliyou. My deceasediwife! God obviously make two before 

he broke the mould and then held this one back while the other was alive 
and torturing me! 

MOTHER IN LAW: Don't you care that your wife has been hurt? Her father 
hit her because even after all this time her marriage to you is displeasing. 
(HOJA bets wife and she screams.) 


HOJA: Well you tell this girl's father that any time he beats my wife I'm 


going to thrash his Cuaghter! 
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MOTHER IN LAW: I'11 teipin further that I will lay on his son in law! 
(hitting him awkwardly) 

HOJA: (hitting both of them now) I was waiting for that. The Hoja is 
supreme in battle with women. Bring all of the women of the world to me! 

I will beat them, instruct them, and fuck them—~-in any order. 

MOTHER iN LAW: Try those three actions on yourself! Ooo000! Abhhhh! 
Merciful Allah he kills me! a 
HOJA: Don't worry! If I cut you into a hundred parts each would bit, and 
snarl like a snake. Thus your nastiness is immortal! It goes on to infinity . 
Man and his institutions, even rivers and mountains must die but your 
nastiness is forever. 

MOTHER IN LAW; (shoving him backwards with great force) I'm going back 

to your father and may God save your body and soul while you live with 

this madman ! 

HOJA: Rather report to the devil and he'll give you another assignment. 
MOTHER IN LAW: (exiting) You haven't seen the last of mel 

HOJA: I will when I empty the pisspot! 

MOTHER IN LAW: Of all the trials of life the mad fool husband is the worst. 
HOJA: Not while there are mother in laws! 


e : ar 
WIFE: (furiously embracing him) Oh Nasettgin! You are so strong, so decisive! 


HOJA: Nay nay. I became weak when I let that woman stay in this house one hour. 


WIFE: Well, now that she is gone there is one thing we can do. 
HOJA: Right! Eat! 

WIFE: (rubbing against him) Mmmmmmmmmmmm. 

HOJA: I am a scholar and a teacher, not a bull. 


WIFE: Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm, a goat then? 


HOJA: It is impossible I tell you! I've been through the mill today! 
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WIFE: Then you still remember how to grind, husband. Am I correct? 
HOJA: O insatiable woman! 
WIFE: (giggles) 


HOJA: O insatiable life! 


Scene 4 - 


Couryard. Hoja leans from window. 


HOJA: -Allah! What is your play with woman? And why do you let them carry 
our ego like an egg? They...are allfthe seasons in a moment, all the diverse 
behaviors of humankind in a flash! 
Loft ) 
WIFE: ,, There is no great mystery about womankind. All you men have written 
books for men. Since we are not important enough to be instructed we 
therefore :act: as we please. 
HOJA: Slik of a panther, slither of a fish, pounce of a tiger, 
leer of a fox, grasp of a badger — 
WIFE: I'm flattered. 
HOJA: Yet unique among creatures in her capacity to absorb, to destroy. 
I verily think religion was invented as a counter move. To protect men 
from this earth which wrings the seed from out of the pecker and then 
keeps twisting. 
WITE: Mmmmmmmmm. Come back under this blanket and I'll turn all of you 
a couple of more times. 
HOJA: Is there a record for a man my age? I verily believe that the aching 
bones are shaking out of my exhausted body. 
WIFE: | Husband! Forget pain and philosophy and do your duty! 


HOJA: (groans; leaves window. KAZAK and GIRL enter courtyard.) 


rt 
WIFE: i i 
More than prayers must rise, Nasettein. 
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HOJA: (off) That's what I'm praying for. (Window light extinguished. ) 


KAZAK: Whatever we're to do I am offering as a prayer for the counselor. 
He unlocked our cages though he knew it meant his life. 

GIRL: He knew the sand was running out no matter what he did. 

KAZAK: But he chose to help us, to give us time. 

GIRL: We will be able to thank him personally before long. 

KAZAK: Then let us burn his gift to us! 

GIRL: Consume our flames! 

KAZAK: Inside the flame of time! 

GIRL: Let Tamerlane kilfthe nothing that is left. 

HOJA: (off) Tis ne use. You can't hit a nail with a noodle. 

KAZAK: So we have. wandered into the fool's courtyard. Perhaps we can get 
the one thing which we need. 

GIRL: There is nothing besides ourself! 

KAZAK: Nothing, bitch? Nothing! Well I show you the something which is 
not nothing! 

GIRL: Whaaaaaaa? 

KAZAK: And something is surely nothing when it's thought to be less 

than ever it was! 

GIRL: How dare you presuppose that the very nothing that you dare to offer 
is a something in the view of a world which know nothing! 

WIFE: Nagetigin! Naggt twin! 

HOJA: I tell you all my energy must go into performance, not encores. 
WIFE: A couple is arguing in our courtyard. 

HOJA: About what? 

WIFE: Nothing. 

HOJA: Must be intellectuals. Well tell them to come into the house. It's 


use to angry sounds. 
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WIFE: Please Nagettajin! Get rid of them! They intmide upon our love. 
Hoja: Then I say welcome for I can more easily sleep during shouting 
than I can during— 

WIFE: Nasettrin! 

HOJA: (groans) I am dying of what half of Turkey is dying for. Give me the 
blanket. (Couple embaces and dances.) I have very little force when naked. 
WIFE: And I am just the opposite. 

KAZAK: (shouting) And you? 

GIRL: I'll fuck you to death, Kazak! 

KAZAK: Then let us die on the Hoja's blanket! 

(HOJA enters. KAZAK pummels him unmercifully, then rips the blanket off. 
HOJA exits. Couple spread the blanket, fall upon it in embrace.) 

WIFE: Well? 

HOJA: Amazing! 

WIFE: What was the fight about? 

HOJA: Our blanket evidently. 

WIFE: Our blanket? Well get our blanket back, you idiot! I'm cold. And I 
can't be warm to you if I'm cold and shivering. 

HOJA: Then turn ice-blue! 

WIFE: Nagettin! Get our blanket back! 

HOJA: You get it back. I've been cuffed around enough for one day. 

WIFE: Very well then. If I'm to be the man of this house, so be it! 
(appears at window and squeals.) Qo00000000 Nagetiajn! They're thrashing 
around on our blanket and...fighting! . 
HOJA: Are you sure? ; 

WIFE: Either that or making love. 


HOJA: Indeed it's hard to tell the difference. 
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@ WIFE: Nagettpjn! Come over here and look! 

HOJA: What for? By Allah I've had more than a lifetime's worth of 
both activities! 

WIFE: Well if they're fucking then you must put a stop to it. 

(HOJA pushed her from window, leans out and shakes his fist.) 

HOJA: Put a stop to it! Put a stop to it! After I stop the ocean! 

The sap in the tree! (I swear it's an old cock, a tree.) And all these 
old and young cocks are rolled up in a massive ball with melony breasts 
and jiggling eggplants and and and and cunts galore a-sucking . And 
this great fornicating ball is rolling around God's great universe. 

Why the hell dossn*t he do something about it? I tell you that when a 
man's i) aiaete up, his brains slide forever out of his asshole. 

Why I got nothing out of life but a sore cock and a few stories! 

And that's more than most, so bang away you colts! However briefly, 
you're fucking the world's corruption away. ! 

WIFE: (reappearing) Nagettgin Hoja, how are they to know the lesson of 
your seaseninet It's too confusing. 

HOJA: What's the difference since they obviously don't care? I tailor my 
message to my audience. 

WIFE: But you are responsible for their very souls. You must make them 
listen. 

HOJA: I can't make myself listen. Allah save us all! (gazing upward) 
WIFE: (as KAZAK and GIRL exit) Nasettrin , they are running away. 
HOJA: Thanks be to God! 

WIFE: And they've left our blanket. 

Ya! HOJA: Double thanks! 


WIFE: Now get down there and fetch our blanket! 


HOJA: Am I to go about naked, Is that the final reward of old age? 
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WIFE: Of course not. Here is Mother's robe. 

HOJA: Ah yes with the tapestry flowers. Even they wilted in her presence! 
(Confused sounds off.) 

TAMERLANE: (off) Give me room, idiots! This cursed. blackness puts us in 
one another's pockets! And your stomachs remake stinking garlic! Ugh! 
SOLDIERS 1 and 2: A thousand pardons, Excellency! 

TAMERLANE: A million million would not excuse stich putridness. Get further 
away and quickly! 

HOJA: (at window) So madness has a delicate nose! 

WIFE: 9 blanket! They wil, steal it! 

HOJA: That or my life. Choose. 

WIFE: It's so cold! 

HOJA: Then will I swoop through the courtyard so fast they'll think tis 

a comet. (Exits with a great deal of noise.) 

HOJA collides with TAMERLANE. 

TAMERLANE: Oooooof. What is it? Seize it! 

SOLDIER 1: We have. 

SOLDIER: Some sort of woman. 

TAMERLANE: Or new weapon, hey? Flying whore! Let me...wade in closer 
through these stinking breaths! Hmph! Just an old slattern. 

HOJA: (falsetto) Please Excellency. I was just getting this blanket I 
left to dry on these stones. Pardon pardon pardon Great Tamerlane! 
TAMERLANE: Release her. She's past fucking or killing. 

HOJA: Thank you for such a wonderful privilege! And may your gimpy leg 
get better. 

TAMERLANE: Whaaaaa? 


HOJA: One remedy is to shove the neck bone of a chicken down your throat 


till you purge your black stinking bile. 
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TAMERLANE: (seizing HOJA'S wrst) Rebel-spirited, hey old slut? Suppose 

I let my soldiers rape that out of you! 

HOJA: In truth I'm so old I wouldn't know they was doing it. 

TAMERLANE: Old you are! But not whore, Hoja! 

HOJA: Your perceptions even exceed your brains. 

SOLDIER 1: A fairy! 

SOLDIER 2: Not such a lonely outpost after all. 

TAMERLANE: (flinging HOJA to soldiers) Sexual perversion added to your other 

vices, heyfHoja? Is this the other cheek you turn? 

‘HOJA: And what of yours, cruel Tamerlane? 

TAMERLANE: And yet the blood run high and rich in you for you must taunt me 

though it means your head. 

HOJA: I knew the last time that I had only borrowed it, Excellency, that you 
your new counselor's your old. 

would have 47 head the same way you had your-cousseter+er- And that is your 

perversion! With power the ball-less wax brave! (Both soldiers strike HOJA) 

TAMERLANE : Rey ace doorstep to death the religious finds guts. 

HOJA: I am grown too feeble to fight contention all around. Let the ax 

drop my soul from this horror and into a beautiful garden with rivers flowing 

under, flowers blooming multitudinously! Ah! Life in green cool sweetness 

bathed! 

TAMERLANE: Soon! Dreamy Hoja! 

HOJA: Sooner! Pipsqueak turd! (SOLDIERS hit HOJA again.) 

TAMERLANE: Twill be soonest if you don't tell me where you hid the Kazak 

and his whore. 

HOJA: God is great! 

TAMRLANE: Not from the Volga to the Persian Gulf! For there Tamerlane 


holds sway! 
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HOJA: In His endless universe tis a Pimple on my donkey's ass. 


TAMELANE: Larger to the man who dies here. 


HOJA: To the righteous man even smaller! To you as large as your mouth! 
SOLDIER 1: (drawing sword) Now? 

swelling 
TAMERLANE: No! For here's fitter cause to make my/gorge...EXPLODE! 


(seizing blanket and shaking it) 


HOJA: Purple language for red emotion. 

TAMERLANE: (striding) A-HA! A-HA! 

‘HOJA: Sickening this-— 

TAMERLANE: Blood! Virgin blood! 

HOJA: enthusiastic pitch 

TAMERLANE: She wasn't a whore till moments ago! 

HOJA: of degradation. 

TAMERLANE: We could have blinked and nissedthis sin if twere some under-wagon 
prostitute, but (screaming) here's a daughter taken! 

HOJA: And, greater sin, not by thee! 

TAMERLANE: What say religious man? What punishment? Stoning! 

HOJA: Ask God. 

TAMERLANE: With rocks score the sinful flesh to corrupted bones? 

HOJA: Ask God. 

TAMERLANE: I'm asking his representative to this chaos. 

HOJA: Only he can judge. 

TAMERLANE: (flinging blanket aside) And how she fooled me with her 
(grotesque imitation of belly dance) dancing. Lying cunt fornicating 

the very air. 

HOJA: Hardly as bad as now for it is you diminishes us all, makes us so much 


less than men or women that I must cease to live while I retain one rightcous 


scrap! 
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TAMERLANE: Live a bit further, Hoja. I bask in the ludicrous spectacle 
of a fool believing his own words. 

HOJA: Indeed you do. Daily. 

SOLDIER 2: (drawing sword) There is need to do it now. It must be done! 
SOLDIER: Please, Excellency! Your greatness suffers up against this 
clever Hoja. 

TAMERLANE: This girl 2 Sea ee ae ee ” a ry 1 choose! 
HOJA: As God plays your playing MEA He might play you out before my time. 
_ TAMERLANE: Damn God! I run this world by choice. I say...everything! 
HOJA: Tell the wind and sun! 

TAMBLANE: By my magnificient life I shall! 

SOLDIERS 1 and 2: Excellency! 

TAMERLANE: All right. All right. I shall stop. I'm far out on the limb 
but the Hoja and his God can't saw me down. 

HOJA: God sees the truth but waits. 

TAMERLANE: Meaning? 

HOJA: We all of us will get our just desserts. 

TAMERLANE: So serious, Hoja! (flashing) Tell us a story now or die! 
HOJA: Life is one story. 

TAMERLANE: Too sad it is then! (Unsheaths his own sword and nods; they all 
rush at HOJA.) 

(WIFE AND MOTHER IN LAW enter, thelatter rushing into the fray, hurling 
swords aside, kneeing one soldier in the groin.) 

WIFE: I brought mother to see. 


HOJA: Dear mother! 


MOTHER IN LAW: Take off my robe you criminal. You think I want it all sliced up? 


(tries to remove robe.) 
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TAMRLANE: What is this female hurricane? 

HOJA: Mother inlaw to the world! 

TAMERLANE: Unhand the old fool! 

HOJA: I'm not touching her! 

(SOLDIER 1 seizes her. She kicks and bites, gets away. SOLDIER 2 finally 
subdues her.) 

TAMERLANE: I tell you we will go on with this, robe or no! 

MOTHER IN LAW: Who are you? 

(SOLDIER 1 strikes; she hits back harder.) 

TAMERLANE: Tamerlane the Great, Emperor of the whole vast world! 

MOTHERIN LAW: They come and go so fast. 

TAMERLANE: You'll go fast with this foolish Hoja if you— 

MOTHER IN LAW: What for? Your silly-ass ego? I've always been so glad to 
be a woman and never compelled to bellow like a donkey with a hardon. 

- TAMERLANE: Then will I be quiet and remove your head without ceremony. 
WIFE: Oh mother! 

HOJA: (imitating) 0h Mother! How about Oh husband? 

MOTHER IN LAW: Without ceremony. That's the nub of why I came here at all. 
For if women don't step in why then hasty men will enact sloppy and uninspiring 
rituals. Totally without class! 

HOJA: Like most of the arrogant boobs of this world, expert in what she 
least has. 

MOTHER IN LAW: I'll forgive that. You'll be facing God with sins aplenty 
as it is. 

TAMERLANE: I'm intrigued, uh, lady. What rituals do you conceive? 

MOTHER INLAW: The Hoja's death should be more public. I've already invited 
many friends. And take place in a nicer locale. I say that there is no 
‘style: in lopping off the old idiot's head in this dinky little , 


donkey~piss courtyard-of a peasant's house. 
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a HOJA: Where you have eaten royally and kept me peasant poor! 
WIFE: Act your part with dignity, Nagettgiin! 
HOJA: Filling the pisspot with all manner of atrocious discharge! 
MOTHER IN LAW: Spoken so well dear and tinesent girl—-brought up so 
wisely that you-- 
TAMERLANE: Married a fool. No Turk is ever innocent. 
HOJA: Next to her anyone is. You must execute her in my stead. She has 
poisoned our kingdom with malicious gossip. 

“JAMERLAVE- This woman has commited no crime except against nature. Should I trade 
an old fool for an obnoxious battleax? What would I gain except to 
lessen the world's fund of ersonal ugliness a jot? 

MOTHER IN LAW: (to HOJA) You let him speak to me this way? Worm! 
HOJA: Let it be written that his last moments were happy ones. 

¢ WIFE: Nagettyjn! Moth is right. Dont be a bug! 
‘TAMERLANE: Enough! Enough of this female contention! I'd rather face 
the Perstan army alone than one woman bent on getting her own way. 
MOTHER IN LAW: See here you, whatever your name is, I'll show you that 
a woman can use more than sexy wiles. (hitting him) 
(SOLDIERS 1 and 2 extract her with difficulty.) 
SOLDIER 2: Say the word and her life is forfeit. 
TAMERLANE: Why kill a she-lion for being a lion? Though if I ate her 
heart and liver I could berate my opponents to death. 
MOTHER IN LAW: Kill this corrupter of my innocent daughter. 
TAMERLANE: That word again. I told you no Turk was ever innocent. 
HOJA: Save me. 

ro) '  TAMERLANE: You the least. 

/ HOJA: I was making a request. 


TAMERLANE: Denied. 
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HOJA: Another? 

TAMERLANE: Speak. 

HOJA: I be allowed to gaze upon my magnificient tomb once more. 

TAMERLANE: Granted. (shrugs) I too wish to see it and your dying there 
has a certain convenience. 

HOJA: I'm thinking of you of course, get the whole thing done expediously. 
MOTHER IN LAW: It's no wonder my daughter has shoddy clothes. He's 

spent all the money on that monstrosity of a tomb. 

HOJA: So secure that you can never get at me again. 


emp 
HOJA: No woman ever won an argument oo: logic. 


MOTHER INLAW: (Bronx cheer) be loy ny 

TAMERLANE: Nor any man. 

MOTHER IN LAW: Righto Tammy! (embracing him) 

HOJA: In view of this I want a holy man at my funeral. 

TAMERLANE: (holdingher at arm's length) You'll have one. Yourself. 


HOJA: He lives in Morocco. Get here inside the month. \ 


TAMERLANE: I'11 send him a finger. 
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Scene 5 


At HOJA'S tomb. It has only the front wall with huge door. 


HOJA enters on a wagon pulled by his WIFE and MOTHER IN LAW. 


HOJA: You've never shown such enthusiasm as in pulling me to my death. 
MOTHER IN LAW: I've got a thousand things to do today. 

WIFE : And I must think of the prices your things might fetch. 

HOJA: Sorry to intrude. (They stop pulling ad another wagon lumbers by. 
It is pulled by the SOLDIERS and TAMERLANE is posed atop.) 

HOJA: See! A greater tomb than even you'll have, puny Emperor! 
(TAMERLAM'S wagon stops near HOJA'S; TEVFIK and KAZAK and GIRL 


enter.) 


TEVKIK: I pray the village gossop network continues to operate. The crowd 
might stop this mad emperor. 

TAMERLANE: (seeing them) At them! ( wagon goes right through tomb) 
SOLDIER 1: A tomb without walls. 

SOLDIER 2: The Hoja's joke. 

SOLDIER 1: His last. 

TAMERLANE: Oocoo000-cooof. Help. 

SOLDIER 1: Stop! The emperor has fallen into a...swamp? 

SOLDIER 2: Phew! More like where the workers relieve themselves. 

HOJA: (shouting) It took years to build my tomb -~you can sense that! 
SOLDIER 1: Ugh! 

TAMERLANE: Damn your sensibilities. I'm drowning in shit. 


HOJA: Andhe unmarried. 


SOLDIER 1: Give me your hand Excellency! 


SOLDIER 2: JI too. Give us both your hands. We will extract you. 


TAMERLANE: Allah I'm nearly under! 


KAZAK: I've always been the most loyal to you, beliewit or no. You can have 
my life but I'm going to save yourd Sustawack out--good! Now give me your 
hand! 

GIRL: He withdraws it!. 

TEVFIK: But surely you wish to live, Emperor. 

TAMERLANE: More than anything, puppy! 

TEVFIK: But why— ? 

KAZAK: Please, mightyEmperor, give-—— 

HOJA: (advancing) Out.ofimy way, fools. Take my hand, Tamerlane. (He pulls 
TAMERLANE out.) 

TEVFIK: But how—? 

HOJA: Can't see yet? I left you bright, dull clod. It's a matter of language. 
Never say give to a priest or politician. It's a word he can't comprehend 
even for his life. When I said take he reacted immediately. That's a word 
he can relate to. 

(SOLDIERS try to scrape him off with swords.) 

TAMERLANE: Ugh! Covered with shit. With shit! 
SOLDIER 1: I..will puke. I won't, can't go on! 

TAMERLANE: Your head will roll then! 

SOLDIER 2: I'm ...puking now! It's vile. 

TAMERLANE: Your head too! 

HOJA: Soon there'll be none of us left with heads. The world will be 
quieter. 

TEVFIK: We must discuss compromise, great Emperor. Your rule needs us all. 


TAMERLANE: Insolence. You are too insignificant even to kill! 


HOJA: Compromise! Yes! A shit-covered man is more apt to consider it. 


TAMERLANE: (advancing towards HOJA) Compromise? Never! 


A soldier doesn't compromise! Ever! 


ROJA: Uh. 


TAMERLANE: (drawing sword) 


KAZAK: (leaping in front of HOJA) 
TAMERLANE: (preparing to strike) 


KAZAK: Never that! 


My life has always been yours at any time at any place. 


HOJA: Stand a little more forward. 


TEVFIK: (leaping in front of KAZAK) 
TAMBRLANE: You flea? 
TEVFIK: Take care. 
your vast dog of a kingdom to death. 
TAMERLANE : 
always an excess of these. 
TAMERLANE: This is getting tiresome. 
MOTHER IN’ LAW: 
TAMERLANE: Such rancor! 
MOTHER IN LAW: 


TAMERLANE: But you yourself—— 


WIFE: 

TAMERLANE: Come forward then , Hoja. 
ALL IN LINE: No! 

TAMERLANE: We begin again. 

HOJA: (coming to front) My pleasure. 
ALL IN LINE: Why? 

HOJA: Because I'm so bored, so finaly 


Emperor's threats. How many times can 


Rebellion starts with such as I. 


A literary scholar, obviously. 


For no reason! 


Stand a bit further away please. 

I'll take you now, Hoja! 
First me. 

Gladly, traitor. 


I've offered mylife for you in countless battles. 


Take it now! 


It's a long sword. - 


We fleas can sting 


Very well then. We have 


(starts to plunge but GIRL leaps in front.) 
Cut the whore's heart out! 
And for a slut! 


You dare defame womanhood so! 


Please kill my ‘husband so we won't have to listen to such infamy.. 


,» fatally bored with this pipsqueak's 


one be threatened with death without 


HOJA: (cont) going to sleep. (yawns) Deliver me ‘from the profound 

stupidity of your stultifying presence. The man of action is ever 

an intellectual zombie. The fittest punishment would be to let him 

bore himself to death, thus spare the rest of us. Dispatch me to 

the celestial flowers, stinking weed! 

(HASAN and FATIMA enter, HASAN leaping in front of HOJA) 

TAMRLANE: Not again. 

HASAN: I am brave, mighty one. I offer you myself. I want to be a soldier. 
The scholar's life is not thdlife for a man of action such as myself. 
TAMERLANE: Who is this? 

SOLDIERS: (shrug) 

HOJA: An eminently suitable man offering himself. (FATIMA walks around.) 
TAMRLANE: And what is she offering? 

HOJA: Eggplants and melons. 

HASAN: The world, but its mine. We must get married. — 

TAMERLANE: Of that I'm sure. Have you been whoring around like my Kazak here? 
HASAN: Of course. 

GIRL: How could he help it? 
MOTHER IN LAW: It's almost a law. 
TEVFIK: The law of Fatima's ass. Which states (she walks away) that the mere 
sight of Fatima's ass blows apart all systems of logic and religon. 

SOLDIERS: Mmmmmmmmmammmmm . 

TAMERLANE: That I perceive. I...(sits) am quite overwhelmed. Yes, 
overwhelmed. By...everything. I am primarily a soldier, I... 

HOJA: (aside) By Allah,Fatima's ass has won the day! (waving the rest of 
them away, he sits next to TAMERLANE. The other characters tour the tomb, 
laughing. ) Nasettgjn Hoja, Counsior to the magnificient Tamerlane, 

officially appointed after a severe intellectual contest with the now- 


spiritual counselor of yore— 


TAMERLANE: Get orwith it! 
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| din HOJA: hereby advise the aforesaid Tamerlane not to kill the poor Hoja of 
this village, a man~- (TEVFIK, HASAN, MOTHER IN LAW, approach.) 
TEVFIK: whose perspectives on life have enabled Turks to endure even you. 
HASAN: who taught me everything I know. 
MOTHER IN Law: who owes me grandchildren. 
WIFE: (shouts) Six will do. 
HOJA: (shrugs) Not a bad way to die, that. 
TAMBLANE: Away damn you! I must confer in private with my true advisor, 
this hoja. The other Hoja's life is safe. 
HOJA: Such diplomacy! 
Caete) 

. TAMERLANE : A?iplomacy will not serve us now. I have been presented with the 
worst problem ever in my kingdom with the events of this egregious day, | 
topplingpff into shit and having bodies offered to my sword like meat. 

e Listen now to them all ‘laughing. At me. 
HOJA: Not so. At life. ; 
TAMERLANE: At both then. But at me. I am politician enough to know that 
I can never truly rule unless I save my face this very day! Should it 

‘ ‘Be the way I saved it in the past, a bloodbath? 
HOJA: Something better, a wedding. 
spying 

TAMERLANE: Hah! Hasan and rolling Fatima? The Kazak and his/whore? 
But I'm running past my knowledge for we have cleared her of the spying—— 
but not the rest. I must uphold the religious laws of this country, Hoja. 
You of all mus know that this is true. Thus they cannot marry. It is 
enough I spare their lives. 
HOJA: But Excellency, everyone's story is sequenced differently. I 

yas myself tell stories that defy all kinds 58) a. Able: 

TAMERLANE: So? 


HOJA: They had the honeymoon before the wedding. Though unwrifen : it's 


practically a law here. 

TAMERLANE: Really? Among the poor? 

HOJA: It cuts across all classes. 

TAMERLANE: I've been naive. Killing is so much more direct than figuring 
out humankind. 

HOJA: It may be miversal, this law. 

TAMERLANE: Thus Fatima's ass—— 
HOJA: covers the world! 
TAMERLANE: Astounding! 

HOJA: The wedding? 

TAMERLANE: Let it go on. Marry the whole hot four of them! 

HOJA: I'm a teacher. I don't marry people. I can arrange-—— 
TAMERLANE: Marry them or it's your head! 

HOJA: Immediately, Excellency. 

TAMERLANE: My that felt good! I'11 merely shout and rant from this 
time on and leave the human problems to my , uh, varied counselor, 


e 
the most redoubtable Nagevigy? Hoja. 


HOJA: (shouts) Gather all about me! The excellent Tamerlane has decided 


tis better to marry than to murder. So I will marry you to keep him from 
murdering us all. A bad exchange for you though I've got naught to lose. 

I've already lost it all. 

WIFE: (sidling to him) Nasettrin,how naughty. The excitement of this day 
has pumped me higher than a mountain. We will destroy our bed this night. - 
HOJA: Allah save me! And save us all! If the law of Fatima's ass really 
does prevail, what will become of scholarship, or learning? 

0 hang it all and all other vexing questions! The world goes on and 

God only knows why--anything! By Allah ard his messenger you're married! 


Married! Married! (They embrace all round, TAMBERLANE witnessing, just 
shaking his head. HOJA last embraces his MOTHER IN LAW. She smiles, 
he Latina ?) CURTAIN 


